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TO THE 
Lord VISCOUNT. 


FALKENAD. 
My Lord, - 
? Hen firft ic entred into my ~ 
\V Thoughts to make this Pre: | 
—— fent to your Lordfhip, I re- 
ceived not only Encouragement, but 
Pleafure, fince upon due examination of 
my felf, Ifound it was not a bare Prefum- 
tion, but my Duty to the remem. 
Sones of many extraordinary Favours 
which I have received at Your hands. | 
For heretofore having had the honour 
to be near You,and bred under the fame 
- Difcipline with You, I cannot but own, 
that in a great meafure[ owe the fmall 
_ fhare of Letters [ have to your Lordfhip. 
For Your Lordthip’s Exampletaughtme 
tobe afham'd of Idlenefs; and I firft grew 


. in love with Books, and learnt to value 


them, by the wonderful Progrefs which 
even in Your tender years You made in 
them ; fo that Learning and Improve- 

A 2 ment 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 

ment grew daily more and more love- 
ly in my Eyes, as. they hone m You. 

Your Lordthip has an extraordinary 
Reafon tobe a Patron of Poetry,for Your 
great Father loved it. May your Lord- 
thip” s Fame and Employments grow as 
great,or greater than his were; and may 
Your Vertues find a Poet to record 
them, equal (Cif: poffible) to that. great 
+m:.wate * Genius which fung of him. 

My flender humble Talent muft not 
hope for it’; for You have a Judgment 
which Imuft always fubmit to,a general 
Goodnefs which Inever(to its worth)can 
value : and who -can praife that well 
which heknowsnothowtocomprehend? 

Already the Eyes and Expectations of 
Men of the beft Judgment are fixt upon 
You: for wherefoever You come, You 
have their Attention when prefent,. and 
- their Praife when You are gone:and!am_ 
— fureCifI obtain but Your Lordfhip’s Par. 


don)I fhall have the Congratulation of 


all my Friends, for having taken this 

at to exprefs my felf 

> Your Lordphip's woft Humble-Servant, 
Thomas Otway. 


eo 


x‘ 


PROLOGI 
Spoke by Mr. Betéerton. 


IN Ages paft, (when will thofe Times renew?) 
When Empires fleurifhid, fo did Poets too, 
When Great Auguktus the World's Empire held, | 
Horace atta Ovid's nappy Ver fe cvecell d, a: 
Ovid’s foft Genius and his tender Arts 
Of meving Nature melted hardeft Hearts, 
It did th’ Imperial Beauty, Julia, move 
Fo-lfento the Language of his Love. 
Her Father honour'd him: and on her Breast, 
With ravifh'd fenfe in her Embraces preft, é 
Fle lay tranfported, fancy-full and bleff. 
-Horace’s lofty Genins boldierrear'd.. 5 
His manly head, andthrough all Nature fteer'd ; 
Her richeft Pleafuresin his Vere refin'd, 
And wronght’em to th: relith of the Mind. 
| Ae lafl'd witha trae Poet's fearlefs Rage 
The Villainies and Follies of the Age. 
Therefore Mecoenas that great Fav’rite raisd. 
Him high, and by bim was he highly prais’d. 
Our Shakefpear wrote too inan Aze as bleft, 
Lhe happieft Poet of histime, andbeft. 
A gracious Prince’s Favour chear'dhis Mufe, - 
A conflant Favour be n ‘er fear'd to lofe. 
Therefore he wrote with Fa ney unconfin’d, 
And Thoughts that were Immortal as his Mind. . 
“And fromthe Crop of bis laxuriant Pen | 
Ever fince fucceeding Poets humbly glean. - 
_ Though much the moft unworthy of the Throng, 
Our this day’s Poet fears h’has done bin wrong. 
Like greedy Beggars that freal Sheaves away, 
Youll find b'has riffd him of half a Play. 
Aniaft this bafer Dicfs you'll [ee it (hine 
Moft beautiful, amazing, and Divine. 
To {uch low Shifts of late are Poets worn, . 
Whilft we both Wit’s and Cxfar's Abfence mourn. 
Ob! ihen will He and Poetry return ? 
When fhall we there asain behold hime fit 
“Miaft fhining Boxes anda Courtly Pst, : 
The Lord of Hearts,and Prefident of Wit? 
When that bleft Day (quick may it come) Appears, 
fis Cares once banifh’d, and bis Nation's F Cars, 
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and Peace 
Ad shines sau nec ane Mail, | ae 
You Criticks (ball logs ter. your ndt’ral Spied, : St >. 


_ Guards; Lictors, af ee ee 


| Lavinia,’ 
Wur {e. 


Weir be fa. fing: 
Taba seen 


= our I 


. ded Fancy write. 
And Poets with unboun fr “d poite ate 

ni freely flows -.: . Fo 
bimfelf, whilft you bis Verfe allow, 2 on 


Ev'n This-day's Poet 

‘Fis Thonghes more loftily a 
éAnd he 
4s mucls fi sala as be bumble oy 


"shapy Kings ig 
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* Petfons repre, 


Quintus Pompetus. 
”. Cinna. , : 
_  Subpitius, 2 
Ancharins a Senatour. ° 


Prieft. -.- 


— Apothecary. 


Q. Pompeius’ s Son. 
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Caius Marius.  * Mr. B etterton, 
*Syla, ae Mr. Widiams. 
» Mariusjunion = Mr. Smithy 
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0. THE © 
HISTORY and FALL 


_ TRAGEDY. 


ACT LSCENEI 


Within. Liberty! Liberty! AZarius and Sulpitins! 
_ Liberty! Liberty! Liberty! @c. | 


Enter Metellus, Antonius, Cinna, and Senatours. 


Metell. ~ *Y Hen willthe Tut’lar Gods of Rome awake, 
\ ," To fix theOrder of our wayward State, 
¥ That we may once more know each other ; know 
____Th’ extent of Laws, Prerogatives and Dues; 
The Bounds of Rules and Magiftracy ; who 
Ought firft to govern, and who mutt obey ? 
It was not thus when God-like Scipio held 
The Scale of Power ; he who with temp'rate poife 
Knew how to guide the People’s Liberty 
In its foll-bounds, nor did the Nobles wrong, 
For he himfelf was one 
Cinna, He. was indeed, . | 
A Noble born: and ftill in Rome there are 
Moft worthy Patrons of her ancient Honour, 
Sach as are fit to fill the Seat of Pow’r, 


And 


2 The Hiftory'and Fall 


And awe this riotous unruly,.Rabble,. . 
That bear down all Authority before ’em, 
Were we not fold to Ruine. : 
Metell. Cinna, there i ee eee 
‘Thou’ft hit my Mark: We are to Raine fold , _ 
In all things fold’; Voices are fold in Rome: 
-And yet we boaft of Liberty. Juft Gods! 
That Guardians of an Empire thotyd be chofen 
By the lewd noife of a Licentious Kout ! | 
The fturdieft Drinker makes the ableft Statefman, , * 
Anton. ‘Would it hot anger any true-born Roman, : * 
To fee the giddy Multitude cogechef,  ~ - 
Never confulting who tis beft deferves, 
‘But who feafts higheft to obtain cheir Suffrage } ? 
As’tis not many years fince two Great Men 
In Rome ftood equal Candidates together, | 
‘For Command : In every houfe was Riot. _ = 
To day‘the drunken Rabble reel to one ; _ 
To morrow they were mad agen’for c’other ; : = 
‘Changing their Voices with their Entertainment : 
And none could guefs on whom the Choice — fettle.; 
Till at the laft a Stratagem ‘was thought of. | 
.A mighty Veflel of Falernian Wine 
‘Was brought into the Forum crown’d with Wreaths 
Of Ivy facred to the Jolly God. 
_ The Monfter- people rear’d aloud for. Joy : : A 
When ftraight the Candidate himfelf appears : 
Jn pomp, to grace the Prefent he had made’em. 
The-Foolsall gap’d. ‘Then whena while he had 
With afmooth Fale tickled their Affes Ears, ; 
Hi’ at both ends tapp'd his Butt, and got the Confulfhip... 
Cinna. This Curfe we owe to Marius's Pride, 
That made him firft moft bafely bribe the People 
For Confulin the War againit Fugertha: 
Where he went out, AZerellxs, your Lieutenant. 
And how. the Kindnefs was return’d, all know. 
_ T never lov’d his rough untoward Nature, . bs 
And wonder fuch a Weed got — in Rome. 2. Sed, | De 
Jvecel. What fays my Cinna? 7 ry 
Cinna, That 1 like not Marius, ; | 4 re coe 
Nor love him——~——— _*_ | ; 7 ee 
Mctc8®. There Rome's — Genius poke: 9 > 
Let us confult and weigh this Subject. well.- a: Boat 
© Romans, he’s the Thorn chat galls us all. 
Our harrafs'd State is crippled with the weight 
Orbis Ambition: We're not fate i in Marius, 


of. Caius. Matiuse 3 


Do I not know his Rife; : his low Beginnings _ ot 2h Bow 5 ORs 
From what a wretched sfpicable Roobsi os te ra 
His Greatnefs grew ? Géds!. that a Peafant’s Bit, eg Oe 2) 
' Born in the outmoft: Cottages of Atpes, ee a 
And fofter’d ina Corner, fhould by Bribés, 
By Covetcufnefs, and all the hateful means 
Of working Pride, advance his little Fate: “4 
Sohigh, t vauat it ocer:the Lords of Rome}. > a oe 

Anton. Ambition, rage likéa Dieinbn itt hi 

° 


Diftorts him to all ugly forms, fhe'as need t ee ee 
In his firft tare of Fortune, Oh how vile. ''. ee 
Were his Endeavours and Submiffions then’! BM Mea aE Sia 
- When fuing to be chofen firft Edifis; a 4 
He was by general Vote tepuls'd) . ye¢: bore te ates 
And in the fame day fhamefally recarn’d;:. © % a ie oe 
T’ obtain the fecond Office of chat hain,’ ae ie ge 


Equal was his fuccefs, deny'd in both: «= a “t ae eee 
Yet could he condefcend at daft to ‘ask: ee een tee 
The Preetorfhip, and but with Bribes got that.’ ee 
Yet this is he that has difturb'dthe World, « aa 
Rome's \dol, andthe Darling of her Withes. A te aaee 2G 
Merell. \ mutt confefs it butthens nfuchtny'Age, NOE EN 
To fee the Man 1 hate thus ride my Country: | * eae 
For, Romans, | have mighty Caufe to hate Hin. 
[ was the firft (and, Fam-well rewarded) -_ 
Tha: lent my hand toraile his-feéble States!) 2° 0B 
When firft i made hiny Tribune by my Voite:. poe ae 
I thoug: t there might be fomething-in his Nattire: Wie Tog ctibi ad 
That promis’d well.. -bbiaPdrencs wete mot honeft, a: 
And ferv’d my Father. juftly intheie: Frefti 6 
Then as his. Fortunes Brew, ‘when | was Confal, ~ oad 
And went againit SJuyhr tha sate | “fick, - 2 : fu 7 
} took him with me one af: my Liditenants, ae Ue eee ee 
Twas there his Pride firftthew'd ‘ic: felfiin Actions, <=." 
Oppreit my Friendsy: ahd- robbie of ing donsah™: ae ee, 
Cinn. The Story’s famows... \Bafe: Ingesrtnde, a : eee 
Diflimulation, Cruelty, and:Pride, . ee 
li) Manners, Ignorghias, ‘and all Ng ce " Gee 
Of one bafe born, in Adurins. oe fot'd 228 cad ct oe es 
Merell, Ev'n Age.caw't teak the Pal ciofhis i cr parte 
S:x times the Conful’s Offfée has He Borat ! rite oC A 
How well, our prefént Difcords beft declares WO Ge at 
Yet now agen, axhen time has worn: ‘him low, | — - Ce es 
Conlum’d with Age, and: “by Diteates prefs, Shes Uae Ss A 
He courts the People to bé-oncé more chofen,: Bs ES WEE 
_ To lead the War agelalt- King — tv! git SUCH 


meee 


o 
ee 
td 


‘ 


‘My eldeft born, her andthe deft of: al: - 
+ My Fortune I'll confirm on him, to ernh the Pride - 


_ And muft be pufh’d for tothe Teeth of Fortune. 


My ete 


4 The FeiPory and Fall 


Anton, For this each day. he rifesw ithi the on Phos. eee 


And in the Field of A/ars appears in Ax or ee 

Excelling all. oun Honrhdawarplike Exerc ene eee y rere aoe: 

He Rides and Tilts, and when the Beinehibas ma “ees 
’ He brings it back with Friamph into:Reme, . oe * 


And there prefents it to the fardid Rabble ; Dh aa ane hs 
Who fhout to Heav’n, andcry, Let Adoring ie, ee 
Merell, He thall not-haye it, -by-che — ia: nat» as. 
There is a Roman, -noble,juit.and.valiant,: -: en a 
Syila’s his Name, fprung fore theancient Stock eee «| 
Of the.Cornelii, bred from’5 Yomahin War, c7..--0 0°. 
Rluth’d with Succefs, and of aSphithold, =: oe "a 
And,. more than all, hates Adarigs, Sil. Nas. croft: . | - 
His Pride, and cloud ey'n his brightelt: Triomphe... see ap 
He’s Conful now. Then lepus.attrefhine: - an 
And fix on him,. to check. $his Havecker,)20 oo 
That with his Kennel of the Rabble bunes, ay Foe Bis, Sos 
Qnur Senate into Holes, and txighss our Late. |; a 
Cinna. Agreed forSyplia.,,. | Osten Sa the. ase 
Ail. All for Syilia. eee ; Dacteh jue. te. ee 
Metell, Nay, eae eee aoe ae ee oe 
This Monfter Marines: vib, has u9'd one: thn): cee a 
Ev'n now would wed his Family with: wing, - pO a 
And asks my Daughter for his. hated Offspring: ed 
But, for my Wrongs, Lavinia thal} be Sila $3. 


— 


Of this. bafe-born,., hot,brain’d, bebeian: Tyrant. . ee 
Anton, Now Rome'y ladt Stake of Liberty is fet, rece 


Cian. Then Cains Leh anins fhall.not have the Confulfhi Pe 

_Merell. No, 1 would rather be Salpitius’s SJavez, 
That furious Headlong Libertine Sulpitqnes, ae ine 
That mad wild Bull, whom Marsus letstoafe, . iad? Mae tae 
On each occafion. wher: ‘he'd make Rowe feel ae Ae Sey 
To tofs our Laws and Libesties i i'th’Air. ek 

Antot, That lawlefs Tribune then muf be reduc’ a 
Unhindg’d from off the power that holds bine. UP 
His Band of full fix hundred & nig re. ace 
Allin their Yourh, and ipamper’d bight with Rion. Daa e 
Which he his Guard againft the Senate ¢ oe 
Tall wild young Men,.and fig fon gleriaus: Mibebiefs:.- | 

Merell, Fear = Jet but Syile onge haye Pow’rs 


¢ 
. - 


And then fee how like "Lbbreak ; nem, ee ee ee 
And {catter all theofe ins oF the Ni Te eee ied ee wee 
sities ion’ 's Night, wlan Oiler Ol os te 7 : 


of Caius necongiele a 
Of a Divided State, Men know got wharp’: .. .::. bn Cire iene oie 
Or how to walk, for fear they lofe theis way, ees sal 
And ftumble upon Ruine. Mark the Race as ee eae 


te 

Of Sylla’s Life; obferve but what has paft, .- oy ay oe 
- How ftill hhas born a Face again& this Hori, i 
And kept anequal ftretch with him for Glory, - ea 
Csnn, Hi'has in the Capitol anImaga fer... + fae eae 
Of Gold, in honour of his own Atchievement:s 24 0 0 
Wherein’ s defcribed how the Numidian Hing 0. cee ue 3 
Gave up Fagartha Prifoner to Sywla, eS oe ee ee 
’ Andallin fpight of Adsrias. Oh now, — be ee a 
If you are truly Roman Nobles, wake, ts 
Relume your Rights and keep your Sytte. Confit oe were 


Courage, Nobility, and innate Honpurs. ceauit: #L MOL cn: ot 
Juftice unbyafs’d, the true Rowax Spin, ee leer ee ear ce 
Prefence of Mind, and refolu inp Pee a ea 

Meet all in Syéle, et ee ee 


Méetell. yale Peck Sle ae ee ee 2) .7 2m 
All, All lor Sylla, rare tee. ee ee ey a 
ial D “CO 4? rats U. ae : hae “3 
Eneer Marius vis: cieth ‘Grecia. rae iL r 
eee ee eS, aa ; 
Marisns fen. Preré Rov ge’s Dapone Bo. eS ak HO ae 
Like Witches inill Weather, ia pausree we er 
And Tempett of the sige they they Breet, in Corners, ane ate 
And urge Deftruction higher : for this end - | cee 
They’ve rais’d their Im , {their clear Parailias: Syl. mer TA 
‘Yo crofs my way, ,and.[tq apy: Fidect. Glory : a eg. eo On 


If lam Caius Marius, if I’m: he | 2 rae tS 
That brought Fugurtha chain’ dia Friumaplrbithers-..- ws 
If | am he that led. Heme Arg Aries: aay Se en eee) co a 

Spent all my yearsin~ ail apd permak Wary wy hiecg : 


»Chill?d my warm Youth | ingqldand, Winger: Caps eR eae 
‘Til | brought fettled and Plepey gy! gu bas tn. r : a - 
Made her the Courta Saal hed ay ba: at, Page 5 
Why does fhe ufe me thus ? -|Joeyys 0 co: ga: ae: 


. Mar, jun, Becayfe fhe. sy’d..- vT iS adege a Jia = a ae 
By lazy Droans cond on others Labsetss 1g were \arP 1 bi 


And fatten withthe Fruits they Aeyes wild fort -. SL asta Yau A 
Old gouty Senators of crude Minds ans Brana i :. mgd ts 


nn 
aon iy 3 


That always ie atore Male Gaeta eerie bu ee 


To Madnef, ate S that friar rs : ae ' hos A 
‘td damn’d Seiiton c 41 Of a. dike; wack s: ig pach Pere. 
nd manners lordid ; 5 on whole Ga ATID aA Ca, 


and 


~ And ever dope memoft deliveraté Wrohg ; 


Go. The /Hittey and Fall 


Je oo 4 ( re CF a ae 
And to that curfed end he’ cd facrified * is, te ee ate - 
His Country’s Honour, Laberty, ‘or Peace i: - Tea gee hd ee ne 


- Nay, had he any, ev’n his¥ery ‘Gods. 9° “<7 "e0 | - 
Mar. fen. HY has taken Rome even in the nice Mon OO Ts 


And eafily debauch'd her tohisénds, °° fee SO 
When fhe was over-cloy’d with Happingts; ” : oe 
_ Wantonly full, and longing bfter Change.: . as 
For Sylla too, a Boy, a:Woman’s Play: thing; es vat sr 
She has. relinquifh’d me, and ifeuts my A = ee eh 
Conftant ill Fortune wait upon her for'r; | ee ee 
And wreck her Fate as owas fitft f pant it, or ee 
‘Whenit lay trembling like a hunted Prey, ee ee 
And hungry Ruine babies ‘the‘wind:;: oo ae ae aes tes : 
When barbarous Nations, of 4 Riacé aoknows; oF ie, oe ee 
* From undifcover’d Northern Kegions tam ee | 
To lay her wafte, and {weep ‘her from the’ aith3 oo os 
Full, | Aarins rofe, the Soul of all __ . ae 
The Hope (h’had left, and with unwedried Toil,’ i. ° 
Dangers each hour, and never-fleeping Care, Fe o 
(A burthenforaGod) oppos’d my felf = == 5 
’*Twixt her and Defolation; gorg’dthe maw> > 3 
Of Death with flaughter’d numbers of her Foes, 
Reftor'd her Peace, and made her‘Name renown ‘a 
Mar. jun, The Glory of :tha€ War mult be remember’ d, 
When Xome, like her-old Mother Troy, fhalllic 
InA thes Full 300000 men,’ -: ee 7 aoe 
Allfonsof Fortune, dorn-dnd ‘bred i 10! Fiélds; pc Ae ee 
Whofe Trade was Wat;cand Camps cheir' _— an 
_ Hung like a Swarmof Mifchiefs on the Hills - 
Of /raly, and threatafed Fate to Europe, . 
Gran, They came in Tribes, asif to take potion, 
And feem'd a People whomtthe hand of Fate 
Had fcourg’d by Fathine from barter Land, | 
Of Vifage foul and ugly; pinch’d und « mt é ° 
By bitter Froftsand winter Winds-; yet _ 
As hungry Lions of the Defart. a 
Their Wives with loads of Children at chet backs, 
Bold manly Hags, whowtrShame tad = fotfook,, 
And vagrant living hadidurd' co Ti 2 : ie aes 
Follow'd in Troops liktesFuries $1028. 28. to7 ee 
Mar. jun, And all was detié t6) sviéa that Dolt Mesellus a), 
Shrank likea Worm, : and 8yfaifcarce-wasiheard of;' | eS 
Mar. fen. That corft. 2ferdbiis ill-has’ been my, True. : 


Becaufe, like atamé Hawk, ifcorn'é td fy eee 
Jutt. at his Quarricy id abn ie BD DPD eee. 
‘ 5 Becaufe 


of Caius Marius. - | » 
Becaufe I grew too great-for him in'Wars, 


wee 
Orv. ‘4 
’ . 


And ferv'd his Country well, he hatesme. Twice : fe ce 
Have I already offer’d him Alliance, « - ny oer 
And ask'd Lavinia, Marins, forthy Bed. — as oe 


Beggary catch me when again Icourt him.’ | Pie 
Why figh’ ft thou, Boy? ftill at the umocky name: 1. 
OF that Lavinia, 1 have obferv'd theethus °° - 0) 
with thy Looks fix’d, as if thy Fate had feiz’d thee -e 
Mar, jun. Why did you name Lavinga ? would th’ had né’re'. } 
Been born, or that Metellw had not got her. sos) 
Mar, fen . Forget her Marius, fhe’sa dainty Bit, - 
A Delicate for none but SyHa’s tafte, | eG 
The Fav'rite Sylla, th Idol-that’s fetup: ©” 
To blaft thy Hopes, and cloud thy Father's Glories. 
Confider that; my /arews, and forget hers — ae 
Mar. jun, Forget her? Oh! th’ has Beauty might enfnare- 
A Conqueror’sSoul, and make-him leave his Crowns — 
Atrandom to be {cuffed for by Slaves.. Ce 
Forget her? Oh! teachine (great Parent) teach me 5 
Read me each day a-Lecture of the Wrengs 0 
_ Done you by that Inglorious Patrician; = ie af 
Fill my Heart know neo Longinigs but Revenge;, St 
“And quite forget Lavinia eer dwelt there. — 
_Methinks’twould not behard, e’en midft the Senate, 
"To ftrike this through hia in his Confal’s Chair. 
Fumble him thence, and mount it in his ftead. — of 
Mar. fen. Oh! name not him and Confalfhip togethtr: — 
‘Sylla and Conful? fet’em far apart | 
As Eaft from Weft , for as they now are met, | 
It bodes Confufion, Rome, to thee and thine. . of 
Gran. Vd rather fee: Rome but one Funeral Pile, 
~ And all her People quitting her like-Bees,. 
Driven by Sulphur trom their Hives 5 
Much rather fee Her Senators in Chains an ae 
Drage’d through the ftreets to death, andSlaves made Lords, - 
Then fee that vain prefumptuous Upftart’s Pride 7k ae 
Succeed to lead the Armiesyouhave bred. 8 
Mar. fen. ’Tis fach a:wrong as even Tortures. ‘Thought,’ - 3 
That we who ’vebeen-her Champion forty years, ae 
Fought all her Battels with retiown'd Succefs, 
And never loft her yet a Man in vain, 2 
Should, now her Nobleft Fortune is at Stake, 
And Mitbridates Sword is drawn, bethrowo si ae 
, Afide, like fome old brokes batterUShield; = VAM 
To feemy Lawrels witheras-Ira: 7 
And all this manag'd by the Curfed Craft, ’ 


a 


nD oe oe ed 


g LON IE oe Fath 


Petulant Envy, and mialiggang Spight waite 


Ct eee ee 
Of that old barking, Samate’s,Dog - Aderelbess.. a | 


Stakeme, juft Gods, with Thuader po the Barth 
Lay my gray Hairs low in'the Cave of Death, - 
Rather than live in mem’ry of fiuch Shame. 
Gran. Perith Aderedus Sirf, and all bis Race, - 
oa fes. There f poke. the Soul of Aderim. By. the ted 
Of 
J hate bia weos(e chan Famine of Difeates. 
Perith his Family, let inveterate Hate i 
. Commence between our Houles from this moment; — 
_ And meeting never let ’em bloodlefs part. 
Go, Granins, bid Suipitins Rraight be ready 
To meet me with hia Guards: upon the Foruy, 
By all the Gods, I'll chafg this Demon out, 
“That rages engin ame ox let, her blood 
To that degree, till fhe pe tame enough 
To tremble at the Rod of my Revenge. 
“Why didft not thoy apptaad.. me for the Thought, . 
‘Take min thy Arms, aadcherifhmy old Heart ? 
°T had been a lucky Omen. . Attthoudumb? =. 
sMir. jun. As dumb as felgmn Sorrow ovght to be. | 
-Could my Griefs fpeak, the Tale would have no end, 
‘Mutt I refolve to bate Adetabas Race, 
Yet know Lavinia took her Being thence ? 
Lavinia! OWT there's Medick in the Name, | 
That foftning me to. infaat Tendernefs, 
‘Makes my Heart fpring like the firft leaps of Life. | | 
Mar. fen, Then thoy artlofi: if thou arg Man and Agen, 
If thou haf Vertue in thee, or canft prize. 
Thy :Father’s Honour, {corn ber likea Sjave. 
“Hell! Loveher? Damn hes- .there’s Miterelises j in her 
‘Inevery line of her bewitching Face, . 
There's a Refemblance tells whafe Brood the came “ofk.. 
Id rathee fee thes io Brathealtrapr, — ; . . 
“And bafely Weddedto a. Ruffao's Whare, . 
Than thon (houldft think.ta aiet. my Gengrous Blqod._. 
Wich the haf: haddle al that OE -bed psa tattle 
Lavinia? — Lovie es 
Mar. jun. Yes, ae is the’ not. Phas id 
As harmlefs as the Turtle of the Wren? 
‘Fair as the Summer Beauty of. the Fields?; 
As opening Flow’ rs untainzad: pee.wikh Winds,. ye a 
The Pride of Nature, aadthe ‘fay:of. Senko? 5. ae 
why firft did you bewitch me eWitita weakati2 | c.- 1. 


When trom the Sacrifice wexaus bogetder,: «1 ; sae mee 


af Gains Motive, og - 
And as by her’s our Chariot drove along, Bap aba | 
Thefe were your words: . That, vdasite i be e 
That muft give Happinels to. thee and ORC, 
Confirming in thy Armsmy wilh’d-for Peace .. 
With old Afrellus, and break Sylle’ $ batt, 


Myperic A 
rere yo eases 


Mar, fei. Then the was charming. | oh es a. 
Mar. jun, Qh I found her fo. oe ae | 
ee cd: and never miG'd: my saa i ee 
It fled fo pleafingly away. But now. p00 oh. te ce \ 
My Soulis all Levsnia's, now: the’s xt... 0 oy | ade - : i 


Firm in my heart by fecret Vows made there, . 
Th’ indelible Records of faithful Lave, . i coe oe . . 
You'd have me hate her... Can my Nate change? ae ae | 
Create me o’ér again — and I may be a e - . 
That haughty Mafter of my {elf i 0: a iete mie ae oa ie | , 
But as lam, the Slave of ftrong De ao Pease. =: 
That keep. me ftreggling apder.... Thawghltec Ste Mae ee |g | | 
The hopelefs State of my yshappy. Love, 7 note ee ey. : 
With Torment, like a ftubbora, dave that lies ae a 7 
Chain’d to the Floor, one pos gomey his back, Sep B 
Llook to Liberty, and break. my f : 

Mar, fen, Has fhe yet h vd. your ita. Ai anted bers? | 

Mar. jun. \f Eyes may {peak the oP the Heatt, . are 
l€ tend’reft Glances, Sighs, and raps Ble es. | 
May beinterpreted for Love inane, 
So Young, fo Fair, and Lnnosent as fhe, .;. 
Our Souls can ne'er be Strangers.——-._. | 

Mar. fen. No more: I'll have Lavints nam’d: no more. : 
When nextghou nam’ft her, let it be with infamy,. . 
Tell me, {has whor’d or fled her Father’s houfe 
With fome courfe Slave t’a fecret Cell of. Luft, 
And then Ill blefs thee. _ 

Mar jun. 1 thall obey. _ Gods, from yaur ska, look: down. 


And find like me one wretched if you can. 
_ No, Sir, lll fpeak that hateful name no more, 
But be as Curft as you can with your Son. . 


Br ‘Enter Sulpitius, . tak -_ 
Mar. fen. Oh Sulpicine! oe 
Thou darling of m’ Ambition, art thot come ? - 
What news? i 
Sulpit. Vve left a Prefentat your houfa,. 
The Head of a Meredu,.agay, tall, 
Young thing, that was ‘in timet’ ae bet a Kord,”. 
But a ou Worms- meat nowWs:. ee yy oery 
aa BW pavcene ethan Gx 
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ane a My belt Salpisiw, = ae ae a 
Thou always comfortft me,° See herd 4 many : 
A Stranger to my Blood as well as Forcune, - pe 
But meerly of his choice my Honour’s Friend:- a ais, 
' What mighty things-would he-not do forme? ~~ 
- Could’ft thou, when Honour calt’d thee, whine for Love? — + 
‘Sulpit. Bow ? my young Son of War in Love? with whom? . 
Mar, jun, A Woman, Sir. —- I mutt not fpeak herName: =~ 
Sulpit. If it be hopelefs Love, ule generous means, ~ 

And lay akinder Beauty tothe Wound. * 

“Take in'a new Infection tothe heart, ‘9?!’ 

And the rank Poifon of theold will die‘ = 
Mar. jun. A plantaneleaf is is excellent for - that. bass 
Sulptt. For what? 3 ae roe at 
Mar. jun, Forbroken ‘Shits, = a ae 
Sulpit, Why ? artthowmad? - 9° pe 
Mar. jun. Not mad, ‘but bound-more ‘than a iad. ‘man ni 

Confin’d to limits, kept without:my food, 

Whipt and tormented. —~ Prithee do net ‘wake ore ; 

‘Let me dream on: 
Sulpit, Ob! the fmnall Queen of Faities 

Is bulie in his Brains; the M4b that comes 

‘Drawn by alittle Team of {malleft Atoms ' 

Over mens Noles as they lie afleep, 

Ina Chariot of an empty Hazel-nac~ 

Made by a Joyner Squirrel: «m which State 

She gallops night by night through Lovers Brains. 

And chen how wickedly they dream, all know. 

Sometimes fhe courfes o'er a Courtier’ s Nofe, 

And then he dreams of begging an Eftate. 

Sometimes fhe hurries o'er Souldier’s Neck, | 

And then-dreams he of cutting foreign Throats, — 

‘Of Breaches, Antbafcado’s, temper'd Blades, i 

OF good rich winter-quarters, and falfe Matters. 

Sometimes fhe tweaks a Poet by the Ear, 

And then dreams he = Oe 

‘Of Panegyricks, flate’ring Dedications, 7 

And mighty Prefents from thé Lord knows who, 

But wakes as empty as he latd him down. . 

Sh’ has bin with Sy#a tao, and he dreams now’, ” 

Of nothing buta Confalttip. * a 
Mar. fen. A Rattle ! 

Give the fantaftick giddy Boy'a Rattle: 

The puling Fondling fhould not wanta fas “thing, ae 

A Confulfhip? <'- ee fee 

~ mune By all BEG OOs, hell take: ‘It. vag ee 


i 
D 
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of Caius Marius. a + 
H’ has drawn a Force from Capae hereto Rome, 
As if he meant Deftruction or Succefs : 
‘The Rabble too are drunk with him afready.——_—_—. 
Mar, fen. Alarm all our Citizens to Arme 
That aremy Friends. Draw yeu your Guards together, 
And take poffeflion of the Foram. Thou, 
Inglorious Boy, behold my Face no more, 
- Till thou’ft done fomething worthy of my Name. 
Mar. jan. Firtt perith Rome, aod all Lhold mok dear , 
Rather than let me -feel my Father’s Hate. s 3 
Mar. fex. Why, that’s well faid.—_—. 
Sulpit. My Troops are all together, 
All ready on the Forum: but the Heav'ns 
Play tricks withus. Our Enfigns, as they ftood 
Difplay’d before our Troops, took Fire untouch’d, 
- And burnt to Tinder. | ae 
Three Ravens brought their young ones in the.ftreets, 
Devouring ’em before the people's eyes , | 
Then bore the Garbage back into their Nefts. 
A noife of Trumpets rattling in the Air 
Was heard, and dreadful Cries of dying men. 

Mar, fen. \t wasthe Roman Genius that thus warns - 
Me, her old Friend, not tolet flip my Fate. — 
Ambition! oh Ambition! if I've done ma 
For shee things great and well—--—fhall Fortune sow. 
Forfake me? fe Mo pei . 
Hark thee, Swipitins, if it cometo blows, — 


"' 
~ 


The End of the Firft ACT. 


MZ The Biiftery and Poll 


AC T 1. 


°“Eomer Metellus and Nerf. a 
i . ae : ° 
Merell [ el ae re {W-boding Thoughts 

Have chas’d foft Steep frommy unfetthed ia 

This feems Lavizia’s Chamber, and fheap. - 
Reft too to night hasbeen'a ftranger here. 
Lavinia! My ri sea 5s hoa! where art thoe? 

Nur fe. Now by my Maidenhead, ¢-attevelve years old I-had one) 
Come, what, Lamb? whar, Pay -bird ? : pods Orbe “4 
Where’s this Giph Lutoniis ace ey 


ve ‘aie bait, - 


Lavin, How now * Who ealls ? 
Nurfe. Yout-Fither, Child. - A 2 oe 
Lavin. Vmhere. You RLoraitip's Pleated, i a a 
Merell. Why up at this uslocky time. of Nigh, rs a 
When nought} Bric" foarte me Verminareabroad, == 6 i: 
Or Witches gthering pois’nous Herbs for Spells 
By the pale light of the co wating’ ‘Moon? 
Lavin Alas! I could net-Aeep : ina fad Dream 
Methought | faw ‘one ftanding by-my Bed, 
To warn me! fhould haveatare of: ‘Sheep, 
For ’twould be banefnfaba cub nc. . 
Merell. Dreams give Chikiven P@ars.. 
Lavin, At which I rofe flow my’ apeate Pillows, 
‘Awd ehiny Clofer oe the 
T’ avert th’ unlucky Omen. 
Mere. ’Twasrwelt est 
Nurfe, give'us ieay a bile: 1 cho thie 
Something to my Lavinia. . Yet ftay, 
And hear ictoo. Thou know'ft Lavinia’s Age. 
Nur fe. Faith, | know her Age to an hour. 
Metell, She’s bare Sixteen. | 
- Narfe. Vil lay Sixteen of: my Teeth of ir >. and yet 0 Difpa 
‘ragemsent, I have but Six, She's not Sixteen.. How long is’t now 
‘fince Marius triumph’d laft ! 
Merell. No matter, Woman; what’s that to thee? 
Norfe. Even orodd, of all days in the year, fince Marius ee 
! ome. 


of Cains Maris. 12° 
Rome in Triamph, ‘tis now even Thirteen Yeats. Young Aderisa 


then too was buta Boy. My Lais and the wene-both of an Age 


Well, Lais is in Happiiefs, fhe ‘was too:goad for. me. . Bnt-es f 
was faying, a month fence fhe'll be Sixteen. ’Tis fince Aerio 
triumph'd now full Thirteen Years, and thoa the was weaned. Sure 
I fhall never forget it of all days.——lLpon that day (for I had 


‘ then laid Wormfeed tomy Breaft, ftting in the Sun ander tke Dove- 


houfe-wa:\) my Lady and you were atthe Show. ‘Nay, I do bear a 
Brain! But, as 1 faid before,. when it did tafte the Wormfeed on 
my Nipple, and felt ic bitcer, preity Fool! 20 {ee it teachy ead fai 
Out witii the Nipple. Shout quo’ the people in the freets. ‘Twas 
no need, | trow, to bid me trudge. And fince that time it is Tiic- 
teen Years; and then the cou'd ftand alone, nay, the cou’d rom and 
waddle: all " about: for juft the day before, fhe broke her Forehead, 
and then my Husband (Peace be with him, he was a merry man) took 
upthe Baggage. Ay,quotirhe, doft chou fall.npon thy Face? thes 
wilt fall backward when chou haft more wit, wilt thou not, V may? 
and by my tackings, che pretty Chit left Crying, and faid, -Ay.—— 
I warrant and | ihould live a Thoufand Years, I never fhould forget 


~ it. Wilt thou not, /smay, quoth he; and pretty Fool, itftopt, and 


_, faid, Ay. 


¢ 


Mesell. Bpough of this; ftap thy impertinent Chat. 
Nurfe. Yes, my Lord: yet cannot ‘chufe but laugh, to think 
fhould leave Cryi ing, and fay, Ay. And yee in fadnefs it had 
a Bump on its Brow as big as a Cockril’s ftone,’ a parious Knock, 
and it cry’dbitterly. Ay, quo’my Husband, fall’ft upon thy Face ? 
thou wilt fall backward when thou com’ft:to Age wilt: ‘thou not, 
Vinny ? Look you now, it ftinted, and faid, Ay. 
Metell, Intolerable trifling Goftip, peace. 
Nurfe. Well; thouwaftthe pretcy’ft Babe that e’er I nor, Might 
I but live to fee thee marry'd once, | fhould ‘be happy. it ESIERRS 
and faid, Ay. 
Merell, What think you then of Marriage, my Lavinia ? 
It was the Subject that [| came to'treat of. 
Lavin, Icisa thing | have not dreamt of yet. | | 
Wurfe. Thing ? the thing of Marriage? were 1 not thy. Narfe, 
A would {wear thou hadf& fuckt thy Widom from thy — The 
hing ? 
Merell, Think of it now then, for! come tomake 
Propofals may be worthy'of your Withes. — 
They are for Sylls, the young, thegay, the handfome, 
Noble in Birth and Mind, the valiant SyHa, 
Narfe. A man, young Lady, Lady,fuch a man as all the world - —+ 
why he’s amanof Wax. 
Merell. C onfider, Cifild, my Hopes are-all-in Thee, 
And now Old Age gains Ground “a — me, 9 4: 


, *Monatt 
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*Mons ft all its fad Infrmities, my Fears 
For Theeare sot the {malleft. - 
Therefore I’ve made Alliance with this Splle, 
A hizh-born Lord, and of rhe nobleft Hopes 
That Rone can boaft, to give thee to his Arms ; 
$o in the Winter of my Age to find 
Kelt from all worldly Cares, and kind rejoycing 
inthe warm Sur-fhine of thy Happinefs. - 
t Levia. if Happinefs be feated in Content, 
Or that my being blefs'd can make you fo, 
Let me implore iron my Knees. I am 
Your only Child, and ftill, through all the Courfe 
Of my paft Life, have been obedient too: 
‘And as y” have ever been a loving Parent, 
And bred me up with watchfal tender’ft Care, 
Which never coft me hitherto a Tear 5; 
Name not that Sys any more ,. indeed 
. | cannot love him. 
Aherel, Why ? 
Levin. IndeedI cannot. - - ; 
Metell. Oh early Difobedience ! by the Gods, 
Debauch'd already to ber Sex's Folly,' 
Perverfenefs, and sntoward head-ftrong Will! 
Lavia. Think menot fo ; I gladly thall fabmit 
Foany thing; nay, maft fobmitto al: 
Yet think a little, or you fell my Peace. 
The Rites of Marriage are of mighty moment : 
And fhould you violate a thing fo Sacred 
Intoa lawful Rape, and load my Soul 
With hateful Bonds, which never can grow eafie, 
How miferable am | like to be? 
Merell, Has then fome other taken up your Heart ? 
_ And banifh’d Duty as an Exile thence? 
What fenfual lewd Companion of the Night. 
Have you been holding Conver {ation with, 
Fromopen Windows at a midnight-bour, 
When your loofe Wifhes would nat let you fleep? 
Lavin. \f1 fhould love, is that a Fault in one 
So young as 1? I cannot guefs the Caufe, — 
But when you firft nam’d yp for my Love, 
My Heart {hruak back as if you'd done it wrong,. 
If 1 didlove, 1’dtell you--——if I durft, | 
Ob Mariu! | 
Mech, Hah! 
Lavin, "Twas Marine, Sir, I nam d,. 
That Enemy to you and all your Hook. 


- . 
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of Caius Marius, LS 
‘Twas an wnlucky Omen thathefrft _ - is 

Demanded me in Marriagefor hisSon. °* | 

_ Yet, Sir, believeme, I as fooncou’d wed 

That Marin, whom I’ve caufe to hate, as ipl. | 
Mere, Nomore ; by all the Gods, ‘twill make me mad), _ 

That daily,, nightly, hourly, every way 

My carehas been to make thy Fortune high ;, 

And having now providedthee aLord 


Of nobleft Parentage, of fair Demefns, =‘ a 3 
Early inFame, Youthful, and well ally’d,, er Ga oy 
In every thing as thought con’d with a Many. re 


To have at lait a wretched palin pe stig en ee 
A whining Suckling, ignorant of her good, — ee a 
To anfwer, P'B not wed, I cannot leve. . 
 Iftheuart mine, refolve upon Compliance, 
Or think no more to reft beneath my Roofs, 
Go, try thy risk in Fortune’s barren Field, 
Graze where thou wilt, butthink no more of Me, 
Till thy Obedience welcome thy Return. | 
Lavin. Will you then quite caft. off your poor Lavinia? . 
And turn me like a Vagrant out of Doors, . - | 
To wander up and down the Streets of Rome,. 
And beg my Bread with forrow ? Can I bear., 
‘Fhe proud and hard Revilings of a Slave, _ 
Fat with his Mafter’s plenty, whenlask. 
A little Pity for my pinching Wants? . 
Shall I endure the cold, wet,. windy Night, . 
To feek a hhelter under dropping Eves,. | 
_APorch my Bed, a Threfhold for my Pillow, 
Shiv’ring and ftarv'’d for want of warmth and food, 
Swell’d with my Sighs, and.almoft choak’d with Tears? ? 
Muft I at the uncharitable Gates 
Of proud great Men implore Relief in vain? . 
Muft!, your poor Lavinia, bear all this, , 
Becaufe I am not Miftrifs.of my.Heart, 
Or cannot love according to your liking? : <* 
Meek. Art thounot Miftrifs of thy Heart then ? ? a] 
_ kavin, No. . 
Tis giv’n away- 
. Mereh. To whom ?- 
Levin. I dare not tell. 
But I'll endeavour frrangely to forget him, : 
if you'll forget but Syd a 
‘Metell. Thoudoft well. 
Conceal his Name if theu’dft preferve his Life. . 
For if there be a Death in Rowe that = 
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Be bought, it fhonld not mifs him. From thishotr 

Curft be thy Purpofes, moft curft.thy Love. 

And if thou marry’ft, in thy Wedding-night 

May all the Curfes of #n injared Parent oe 

Fall chick, ‘afd blaft the Bleflings of thy Bed. 

Lavin. What have you done? alas ! ‘Sir, as you fpoke, 
Methought the Fury of your'words took phice, - 

And ftruck my Heart, like Lightnitg, dead within nte. | 
‘Gone too? oe 7 (Ex. Derek: 
Is there no Pity fitting inthe Clouds _ . 
That fees into the bottom ‘of tay Grief? - | 
‘Alas'! that ever Heav’n thould -practife Stratagerrs 
Upon fo foft a Subject as shy feif ! ce 
What fay’ft Thou ? haft not thou a word'of Joy ? 
Some Comfort, Nurfe, m this Extremity. = | 

Nerfe. Marry, and théte’s but need on’t: "dds ny Life, this Dad 
‘of ours was an arrant Wag in his young days for ail this. ‘Well, 
and what then? Mférits isa Man, thd fo's Syfla. Oh! but Ads- 
_viué’s Lip ! andthen SyMa’s Nofe and Forehead! But then’ Afarin’s 
Eye again! How ‘twill fparkle, and twinkle, and rowl, and fleer? 
But to fee Sy#e a Horfeback! But to fee Aeris walk, or dance! 
fuch a Leg, fuch a Foot, fuch Shape, fucha Motion. Ahhh... 
Well, Mariu is the Man, tuft bethe Man, and fhall bethe Man. 

_ Lavin, He’s by his Fathers Nature rough and fierce, 
And knows not yet the follies of ny ‘Love : | 
And when he does, perhaps may {corn and hate the. : 

Nurfe. Yes, yes, he’s atude, unmannerly, ill-bred Feow, He is 
mot the Flow’r of Curtefy ; but, I'll warrant him, ‘as gentle as a 
‘Lamb. ‘Go thy ways, Child, ferve God. What ? a father’s an Old 
‘Man, and old Meh they ‘fay will take care. Buta Young Man! 
‘Girl, ah! a Young Man! ‘Phere’sa great deal ina Young Man, 
-and thou thalt havea Young Man. What? I have been thy Nurfe 
thefe Sixteen years, and 1'fhould know ‘what's good for'thee furely. 
‘Oh! ay... a Youhg Man? 

Lavin, Now prithee leaye mie tomy felfawhile. [Ex. Nurfe. 
*Tis hardly yet within two hours of Day. | 
Sad Nights feem lung. .. .-T'l] down into'the Garden. 

The Queen of Night | 

' Shines fair with all ber Virgin-{tars about her. 

Not one amongft ’em alla Friend to me: 

Yet by their Light a while I'll guide my fteps, 

And think. what courfe osy wrétched ftate mult take. 
Oh Aderius! : , 


[ Ex. Leothia, 


a a 


ag | | Pree a CE'N'E. 


t 


Ahge. jo". TY Ow vainly have I {pent this idleNight!. _ 
H y have I {pent this ph 


Torn back, dull Earth, and find thy Centre oug. ; . . 


of Caius Marius 
SCENE. 


A walled Garden belouging to Metellus’s honfe. ae 


Enter Marius junior. 


Ev’n Wine can’t heal the ragings of my. Love. | 
This fure fhould be the. Manfionof Lavinia : 
For in fuch Groves the Deities firft dwelt. 


Canl go forward when my Heart is here? =, 
LEpters the Garden. 


Enter Graning gnd $p)pitins, | 
Gran. This way—he-went—Why, Marius! Brother Mari! ; 
Sulp, Perhaps he's wife, and grayely gopeto Bed. 

There’s not fo weaka Drunkardas a Lover 3 _ 

One sala? to. his Lady’s health quite — ee a . | 
Gran. He ran this way, an¢..teapt: this-Orchard-Wall. 

Call, good Swlpitins. a ans PP nt ia aie 
Sulp, Nay, Vii conjuretoo. . 

Why, 4derixs! Humours! Paffion! mad-man Lover !' 

Appear thon inthe likenefs ofaSigh. . 

Speak butane word, and I am fatisfied. . 

He hearsnot, neither ftirs he yet. Nay then: 

I conjure thee by bright Levinia's Eyes, 


’ By her high Forehead, and her Scarlet Lip, _ 


By her fine Foot, ftrait Leg, and quivering Thigh, . 
And the Demefns that there adjacent lie. =~ —S 
That in thy likenefs thou appear to us. ts 

Gran. Hold, good Sulpitins, this will anger him 

Sup. Thiscannot anger him. "Twould anger him 
Toraife a Spirit in his Lady’s Arms, Oe 
Til’ he had laid and charm’d it down agen. 

Gran. Let's go: h’has hid himfelf among thefe Trees, _ 
To dye his Melancholick Mind in Night. a, 
Blind is his Love, and beft befits the Dark. 

Sulp. Poxo'this Love, this little Scarcrow Love, : 
That frights Fuols with his painted Bow of Lath | 
Out of their feeble fenfe. == _ | ; , 

Gran. Stop there———let’s leave the Subjeft and its Slave, 


Or burn Aderellns Houfe about his ears. er 


_ 


10 ‘The History and Fall 
Subp. This morning Sylle means to enter Rome : 

Your Father too demands the Confulfhip. 

Yet now when he fhou’d think of cutting Throuts, 

Your Brother’s loft; loft .in a maze of Love, 

The idle Truantry ‘of Callow Boys. 

I'd rather truft my Fortunes with a Daw, 

That hops at every Butterfly he fees, 

Than have to do in honour with a Man 7 7 

That fells his Vertuefor a Woman's Smiles-——~ ~ ([ikvewer. 


‘Enter Marius junior is the Garden. 


Mar. jun. He laughs at Wounds that never felt their {mart. 
What Light is that which breaks through yonder Shade ? § Lavinia # 
Oh! "tis my'Love. he B Balcony 
She feems to hang upon the cheek of Night, 

Fairer than Snow upon the Raven’s back, 
Orarich Jeweljnan ethiop’s ear. 

Werethe in yonder Sphere, the’d thine fo bright, 

That Birds would fing, and think the Day were breaking. 

Lavin. Ahme! 

Mar. jan. She fpedks. 

‘Oh! fpeak agen, bright Angel : for thou art 
As Glorious to this Night, asSun at Noon > 
‘To the admiring eyes of gazing Mortals, 

_ When he beftrides the lazy puffing{Clouds, _ 

- And fails upon the bofom of the Air. 

Lavin, O Marius, Marinus’ wherefore art thou AZerins ? 
‘Deny thy Family, renounce thy Name : 

Or ifthou wilt not , be but {worn my Love, 

And I'll no longer call Aderellws Parent. 

Mar, jun. Shalli hear this, and yet keep fi tence? 

Lavin, No. 

*Tis but thy Name that is a Enemy. 

Thou would’ft be ftillthy felf, cough not a Marius, 
‘Belov’d of me, and charming as thou art. 

What's ina Name? that which we call a Rofe, 

By any other name wou'd fmell as iweet. 

‘So Marinus, were he not Afarius call’d, 

Be {till as dear tomy defiring Eyes, 

Without that Title. Marins, lofe thy Name, 

And for that Name, which i isno part of chee, 

Take all Lavinia. 

Mar, jun. At thy word! take thee, 
Call me but Thine, and Joys will fo tranfport me, 
{ faall forges my felf, and quite be..chrang'd. 


of Caius Marias, -- 
‘ Lae Who art thou, that thus hid — edie 
Haft overheard my Fulhes? . 
Mar. jan. ByaName . | ad 
I know not how to tell thee who t am. bei 
_ My Name, dear Creature’s hatefyl co aay felf: 
~ Becanfe it is an Enemy to. 


Lavin, Marius? how can’t thou hither ? tell, a, mat . : 
‘The Orchard-walls are high, and hard to climh, as 


And the place Death, canfid’ri who thew art, _ 
If any of our Family here find. 
- By whofe directions didf thou find this place?” | 
Mar. jun. By Love, that firft did | mat a 

He lent me Counfel, and lent him Eyes. . , 
Iamno Pilot; yet wertthou asfar ssi 
As the vaft Shoar wafht by the fartheft Sea, 
Pd hazard Ruine for a Prize fo dear. | 

Lavin. Oh Marine ! vain are all fuch Hopes and wiles. 
The hand of Heav’n has thrown a Bar between us, 
- Oar Houfes Hatred and the Fate of Rome, 

Where none but Syfe'mult be hap rey now. — 

All bring him Sacrifices of fome - 


And I muft. be a vidtim ro his. Bed. , er . . ve : 


. To nigtit my Father broke the dreadful news 5 © 
And when I urg’d him for thé Right of Love, 
He threatn’d me to banifh me his Houfe, 
Naked and fhittlefs to the World. Would’ft thou, . 
Marius, receive a Beggar to thy Bofom? 


iar, jun On! t" were my ‘Joys but fixt upon that pointy re : i 


I'd then (hake hands with Fortune-and be friends:; 
- Thus grafp my Happinefs, embrace it hus, 
"And blefs ch'ill curn chat gave thee to my Arms. 

Lavin. Thou know'ft the otark of night is on miy Face, . 
Efe fhould A binth for whe tho’ haft heard me ‘Speak, 
Fain would f dwell’on Form 5 fain,. |. den y or. 
The things I’ve faid: but farswel all fuch F olligs: Ss 
Dolt thou then Love? [know thou’lt fay thou doft ; 

And I muft take thy word, ‘though thou prove falfe. 


_— Dad - 
. 
. 


wwe 4 ‘ 


Mar, jun. By yon bright Cynthia’s beams that fhines above. | 


__Lavin. Oh! fwear not by the Moon, th; tnconfFant & Mona, | 


That changes monthly, and re buc by feat Monty sf 
Left that chy Love prove variable too. “te 
Mav, jun, What hall i f{wearby? . | ak 

_ Lavin. Do not {wear at all. | : 
Or, if thou wilt, Swear by thy gracious. felf, 
Who art the God of my — fehec 
And 1’l} believe thee: i eaeetk 


‘ nary 
‘ : 
< F 
7 
-o Von i Lotte, woot 
gee ee ee er ee ae a oy 
; ; o 
~ i , 5 3 
2 e Be ee fe -e# ¢ 6 é 
‘ . 
* . 
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Mer, jun: WEY Aye Pow'rs: - ee 
Lavin, P Nar donetiwee: although any Joybe great,” : . 1.04 

I’m hardly fatisty’d with aan pony sae a: 


It feems too rafh, too unadyis’d ana‘ fodéen,*’ Pane ee 
Toolike the Lightning; WHEER oes ceateto be _ oA 
Ere onecan fay it is. Therefore thistime ° ~ “a. ok 
Good nigt,"ind Mer¥n7; otal a applet hoot, 
Bring us to crown oft Wifhés: ee oe 


Mar. jun. Why witches eave fife fo" mle = es 
Lavin. What wouldtt — avev~ 9 au Pee 
Mar. jun. Th Exchatig€ of Love for | 

Lavin, F pave Ree fist Before thon ait Teg it 5. 

And yet I with I could retrieve it back. ne 
Mar. jun. Why? - ec 
Lavin. Butto be frank: andeive Ie Boag” ta . ae 

My Pounty is as boundlefs as rire Sea, “ ee 

My Lovéas dcép= ft tho clgive to thee, . “> a 

The more [ have :: rdeth are infinite: i = «eS 

I hear a Noife within. Farttel, my Marine. ie oe 

Or ftay a little, and It corte ageh. tes Cie ee, 
-Mar, jun. Stay, fare for ever. eo a ee 
Lavin, Three words, and Merny, ites signe ante oe 

If that thy Love be hondiifabl ly meant, 

Fhy purpofe Marriage; -fend’me word to sasiutia | 

And all my el at thy feet Pit PH lay. 

Nurfe within. Masdanr? sume. 
Lavin. \ come anon. Ba it thou tech not x ell 
1 do befeech ¥hey *- 


= 


Nur fe within, Madach 7 Seda" os 3 - 4 oe: 
Lavin. By and by, | eof.” an ee oo aa 
Toceafe thy Suit, amd ledve mé tomy. Grief. Oa ge ve fee 
“To morrow t wilt aid! <5 ee Co EP ait, 


Mar. jun, So chttae my iy SB te nd afl this. a. Di 

Too lovely, {weet an¢ yenethigto be‘trne?: whi oo | 

| Re-tnter: Lavinia.’ * - et 
Lavin. Hift, Marine, “hilt. Oh fora Fatkner’s ee | 

To lure this Taffeligentle back agen. ° : 


Reftraint bis Fears, and pial not Speak aad: 00 WL 
Elfe weatd | cear thé Cave where: Echo lits,” ‘ oo - a ne 
With repetition of try Matias, net Oa 


Mar jun. lt is my Love that calts | ie bic age 3 oe 
How {weetly Lovers Voices found’by — i. : — 
Like fofteft Mufick to attending Ears. . | 

Lavin. Martius. ‘ 

Mar. jan. My Dear: eet ak Me ae 

Lavin. What aclock to m rom? Se 

Mar’. yun. At the hour of i by \ Lavin 


.. Of Cains Marius. | a 
_ Beet. 1 wilk not fails." Tis tweaty yearscal then. .’ 
babe! did icalltheeback?.. « eae 
_ --- Afar jan, Let me here Stay sill thou reinember'{t: why... 
< Lavin, The.morning’s breaking, [ wou'd have thee gone, | 
-And yet no-farpher ehan.a Wanton's. Bird, - - fs . 
: That dess it hop a teele i Seagea ae : -eo 3 
To pull it by its Fetters backagen, (0° i en, 
Mar, jun, Would { were thine. z 
" ) Late. Indeed andfowouldy. =. | 
~ Yet | fhould kill. chee fure wish a0. ‘one gheithiog, 
No more, — Good night. 
Mar.jun. There's fuch fweet pain in Parting, 
That I could hang for-everon chy An | oe 
And look away mydifeinto shy Eyes 
Lavin. To morrow will.come: - Fs Hee gti Sop 7 Zz 
7 bar. guz. So-icewill.. Good ai : 
“Heav’n be thy Guard ; and all its Bleffings wait thee CEwhevin. 
Tomorrow! tis no longer: but Defires  - : 
Are {wift, and longing<Love wou'd Advi(hi time,. eT Se 
‘To morrow! oh tomorrowhisill chingome, Pe aa oes 
The tedious hours move heavily away, aS 4 Ae 
And eacn long minute Yeoms.alady-day. nie 
Already Light is mounted in the Air, 
Striking it felf through every. Element. 2 ae 
Our Party will by this tigte-be: abroad,. a eis ae 
Totry the Fate of Aarigé andi Rome: 7 hpi shai v 
Love and Renown faeGourt ave chus.oogether, : - oe ie eee: 
Smile, fmile, ye — and’ give outa i PB oette 


: Ss GC E N E: “the iar ; iat 


pe ‘oi “ehieg eee se 
3. Cit. W EW , Neighbours, riow Weare here, wit muft we do? 

1. Cit. Why, you mutt give your Vorefor Caius Marins $9 he Con- 

ful: andif anytbody’ peaks “againft you, knock Sided wat d 
- Cit. Lhe truth gne is, there's nothing tke Civ vernavent, 
viele do ea ject wey tes ‘teave’ to Radek Beats ‘Que to" main- 

tain Privileges. 

3. Cit. Look your bat - wiat’s this ula? this: ct Preheatd 
great talk of him. —~ He’s a damnable’ fighting Fe low, they ‘fay; ; 
but hang him —— he’s aLord... ve 

| 4. Cit. Ay, fo heis, Neighbotirs : “ard ree not why san ‘ohe 
fhouldbe a Lord more than another.1 care not fora Lord : what good 
“do.they-do? nothing but run inour al and lye with our Wives.-- 
2 4 CO if 
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4 Cit. Why, ‘there’s:2 Grievance now. I have three Boys ar 
home, nomore mine than Xome’s mine.: They are alt fair curd: 
hair Cupids’s aod.1 am an honeft’ black tauny Ketele-fac’d Fellow.— 
I'll ha’ Ao Lords. {Drs and T; 

1.Ciz. Hark! hark! Drums aod Trumpets! Drums and Trom- 
pets! They arecoming. Be you fure you rosr out for a Merins: 
and do as much mifchief as you can. —— 


Enter Marius fenior and bis Sons, Marius bors upon the Shoulders of 
swo Roman Sleves, Sulpitins at he Headof the Guards. 


[Traamepers, 


Sulpit. Heatken. ye nals Rome. 1, | Sabpition, 
Your Tribune, and Protector of your Freedoms, : 
By virtue of that Office here havecal'd you, 

Tochafe aConful. Mitbridees King of Portus has begua a War 

apenas 

ocaece our Allies, our Edits violated, 

And threatens Rome it felf. Whom will you chufe 

Fo lead yon forth in thesapait Gloridus War ? 

Mariss, or Sylla? 

All Cit, ‘A Marius! a Mavine ! a Atarins! 

Mar, fen. Country-men, 

And Fellow. Citizens, my Brethrenall, 

Or, if it may be thought a dearer name, 

My Sons, my Children, Glory of my Age; ' 

Icome not hither arm’d to force your Suffrage, 

As Sylla does to enter Rome with Pow'r, 

Asif hemeant a Tricmph o’er his Country. 

| have not made a Party inthe Senate, 

To bring you into Slavery, or load 

Your Necks withthe hard Yoke of Lordly pow’r. 

Jam no Noble, but a Bree born man, 

A Citizen of Rome, as all you are, 

A lover of your Liberties and Laws, 

Yoor Rights and Privileges. wWitnefshere 

"~ Fhefe Wounds, which in your Service | have gat, 

Ave belt plead for me. 
AM Git.. Marius! Marine! Marin’ No Sys! no Syda! bo 5). 
Sulpit. Nomore remains, 

Moft heneurable Conful, but that ftraight you mount’ 

_ The Seat- Tribunal. — Lictars, bring your Rods, 

 Bxesand Fafces, and prefent’em here. 

ane ee Confalof. ne War, 


Lruéupets. 


a“ 


| A thin Skin fall of Dirt; andthus! tread thee : 
- Into thy, Mother Earth. 
» Mar. feo. Drag hence that Traitor, 


of Caius. Marius. | BR 


bis Sin, &e. Guards 


3 Trumpets. Enter Metelfus, Cina, Antonis Quintus Pompei, 


Merell. See, Romans, there the Ruine of your Freedom 
The blazing Meteor that bodes illto Rome. ~ 
Oppreflion, Tyranny, Avarice and Pride, ._ 


_ All center in that melancholick Brow.. 


If you are mad for.Slavery, longtotry: = 
The weight of abs‘lute Chains, once more proclaim him, | 


_ And fhout fo loud till A4hridates hear, 


And lJaugh.co think your Throats fit for his Sword... 

Take me, take all your Senators, and drag 

Us headlong to the Tyber,-—— plunge us in; 

And bid adieuto Kiberty for ever. 

Then turn and fall before your new-thade. God ; 

Bring your Eftates, your Childfen and your VVivess 

And lay ’em at the feet of Kis.Ambition. = 

This you muft do, and well it. will become i 

Such Slaves, who fell their Charters for a Holy. fay. 

Che. No Marius! no Marine! —e ae 
Metell.. Quintus Pompeii; isi the’ ‘Senate's Name, ; oe ee 

AsConful, we commandthee todemand ? = 

Taltice of Mariw, andproclaim him. Traitor: 
Q. Pomp. Defcend then, A4srins, Traitor to thé State ~ 

And Liberty of: Rove, and hear thy Sentence. — : 
Mar. fen. Now, by theGods, this Caufe is worthy’ of mie,‘ oo 

Worthy. my Fate. 


‘I8.thisthe Rightand Liberty-of Rome 


To pull its Lawful-Conful from his Seat, 


_ Unjudg’d, and brandbim with the mark of Traitor? - 


Draw all your Swords, all you that are my. Friends, . 


Sulpisine, dame the Rabble, let ’em fall — 


Likecommon Drofs with that well-fpoken Fool, 

That popular Clack: or let us fell onr.Fates - 

So dear, that Rome may ficken with our fall. . 
All Cit, No Marine! no Marine! Down with him; down with hime... 
Salp. Ha ! what art rae 
Y.. Pomp. The Conful’s Son 
Sulp. A Worm; 3 


“LK ills hime. 
And bring me ftraight his Head upon-thy Dart. | 


_ The Fate of Rosme’s begun. 


RPowp. Our pauldren murther’ d, 
Thus, 


Sa The FliStory and Fak 
red before ourEyes? Comeall sti 
The love. cepts atid revenge his. lofs, aie 
' Sadpie.. Fall on. | | 
Cit. NO Marine! 90 Marius) rere Liberty’! ee. 
eh fight, Ma- 
rius Conquers, = 
Mar, fen. Thanks for tt this good Latiaakta Gods. Thefe ¢ Slaves 
Thefe wide-mouth'd Brutes that ‘bellow thus for ‘Freedom, 
Oh ! how they-ran before the band of Pow’r, 
‘Flying for thelter into every Brake 7 
Like cow’rdly fearful Sheep they break their Herd, 
‘WVhen the VVolf*s out and ranging for his. Prey. 
— Sulpitins, thy Guards did*noble‘Service. | | ' 
, Sudpir. Oh! they are Fellows ‘fit for you and i: 
Fit for che work of Power: fay the word, 
‘Notone amongft ein all but what fhall run, 
Take anold grtthbling Senator by ‘th’ Beard, 
And fhake his Head off from his fhrinking’ Shoulders. 
Mar, fen. Sylla,.\ hear, is at the Gates of Rome, 
-Proclaim ftraight ‘Libétty toevery Slave | 
That will butown the Caufe of Cains Marius, 
‘Horrour, Confuffon, and inverted Order, 
Walt Defolation, Slaughter, Death and Ritine o> « 
‘Muft have their courfes erethisFerment fettle. $8 | ' ~~ - 
“Thus the Great ‘Jove above, who Rules a ce 
, “VVhen men. .forget-his God- -like Pow’r, to. OWN, aS 
 Ufés no common means, no common ways, ie 
—~“** But. fends forth T hunder, aad.the VVorld obey es ores, 


Theend of the Secad ACT. ee. 
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Enter Sulpitius, Granius, and all the Guard 7 


Sulsis. Ly Ome neverfawa morning fure. like this: fo eee as 
| R Now fhe-begins to know. as of how’ S% Bo. 
Ber wanton bleod can fmart. oo, 
VVere I the Conful, not aHead in Rome- GP ha a Ae 
That had but Thoughts of Syn: froutd fend G6. a 
Gran. Slaughter Riou'd have continn’d with me dag 0 oe 
Mercy but gives Sedipiontimesomaligiis: 
Ev'ry foft, pliant, talking, bufte Rogweys si. 5 te: 
Gathering.a Flock.of hat-baeigd Fools togetben, mt 
Can Preach up new Rebellion. .. Falb the Heads; . :. 
Of all thofe heav nly-iafpired Kitaveshe iccuby dy. 
No Power can.be fafe.-—— agi oa gas ue ee Toe 
Sulpies Much will this-day [om BEL RAE Glee og 
Determine; Sya’s now before tbe Wells, . Sin GY eo ae 
And all his Forces ready.for Consmand,. ° ' : 
Four thoufand Slaves have takemheld en Freedom; 
And come on Proclamationto eut fide.. 
. Gran, Where should my Brotber:be,? be: came not, home nigh 
Supit, Think of him asa Wretch that’s dead, » on 
Stabb'd with an Eye, run through the Brains with Love... nai 
Gran: He talkt of fending Sylit.a Dehance. | | 
" Supit. Writ witha Pen made of a Cupid's Quill, | 
Gran. Why, what. is Sylha? me ee oe 
Sulpic. A moft courageous. Gaptain at a Gangee : ae 


He fights by meafure, as your Artifts fing, re ce fe : . 7 
_ Keeps Diftance, Time, Proportion,. ssnpea St on ee 
One, two, and thethird :in:your Guts, :'3 5: Ctl Cee 


Oh ! he’s the very Butcher of a Button. fn 
 _ Gran, VVould I could fee my Brother. : That dengan @Love: | . 2 
OF VVomen ruins Nobleft Purpofes,... 0 5 iui eter Ss 
Sulpit. That Sex was firft in mockery of: we mae. , | 
They are the falfe deceitfal Glaffes-where.» :. i - yee a: 
. VWVegaze, and drefs our felves to.all the Shapes ..5 4. . oO 
Of Folly. VVhat is VVomen cannatdo?.. sd a , 
She'll make a States-man quité forget his Cusnings: « ae GF 
And truft his deareft Secrets to. her Breaft,... 2.) bones en 
_ Where Fops have daily entrances: makéa ReieMbar fie 6-05. 
— the Hypocrifie. of” $ aria «op, ae ‘Sasi 
ade: 


25 The :Eiftory. and -Fal 
Dance:and thow tricks, to prove his ftrength and brawn: 
Make a Projector quibble, anold Judge | 
Put on falfe hair, and paint: and: afterall, - 
Though the be koowh tite tewdeft-of ber’ oe. 
She'll make fome Fool or other chink fhe's honeft. 
Your Father promis'd me co micet me here, | 
_I wonder he delays fo-long. a. re 
Gran. He comes. | oe 
And with him téomy ‘Brother. | 
Sulpit. See your General, : a 
Salute him all my Fellow-fouldiers ; 4 [Shen 
Sulpisiou, looks like Power. Granie, here 
Receive thy Brothér to:'thy Arms and diels him : 
‘H’has done a thing moft worthy of. our. Name, . 


Senta oe maybe te) sata i 
Challenging forch theitoutel Champion there, 
In vindication of his Fasher’s. Cau 
. And not an Out. law. nhl ‘his Anfwer. 
‘Once more, Swipitiwe, arethe People ours, 
Eorag d with Syfa’s coming arm'd, to force « 
eCity. At the Celsmontane Gate a 
He 's pofted now , let’s fend him ftraight Conmmands 
I'th’ name o’th’ Seaate and the Roman Peo es 
_ Tadvance no farther, cill the State of 
Be heard in-publick, and my.Choice confirm’ ‘d, 
Or he continu’d Confp).-—- 
Sulp. That would've 
But to protong Neceflity ;.for Rome | 
Mutt bleed : and race the Rabble now is ours, 
‘Keep the Fools hot, Preach Dangers in their Ears; 
Spread falfe Repdrté o’ch” Senate, working up . 
Their Madnefs to a Fury quick and defp’rate, 
Till chey ran headlobg into civil Difcords; - 
And do our bufnels with sheic own Deftruction. 
_ Gramas, go thou, 3 
Send word to Sys tliat lhe lay down Arms, 
And render up himfelf to en | in 
Mar. jun. Titere’s Rl | a8 
A dangerous Wheel at work, a  thonghtfal Willdin, = 
Cinna, wh’has vais d-4iis Fortune’ by the Jars | 
Aud Difcords of his Country: like a Fly 
O'er Fieth, he bazves-abobe. itching anh 
Till he has vented his infection there; -. 
To felter into Rancor: ee ae 
Would he were fafe. See, tO ee 
2 gies a os = sar. fex. 


- The Fine upon his head its, weight-in' Golds 


Be left undone. Now to our Troops let’s haften, s a4 


Wid dle ta aes 
_ Lead me amongft the Beauteottsl. where theyrun fob and Say 


of Gains Marius at 
— Mar. fen. And fafe he thal ‘be : let hina be proferib:d, | 


Won'd L.cou'd buy Aferelas'sas ba Te - | 
I havea tendér Roolifhnefs withidme: ° yy age | 


oy 
‘ 


Spt tharefore bcp te warm OA py : 


My.ebbiag Fury with 
Ex.'Mat. fea. 
& Granivs. 


And wait for Syka’s Anfwer st our-Arms. « - 
Sulpi. Is not this better now-than whinirig Love? | 
Now thou again art..A4erine, Yon-of ‘Arins,: - Se eee fo 
Thy Father’s Honour, and shy: Friends’ Delight. em: seer 

_ ae i me nit Bee gs Pf eA ac Fee Dae OL 


Pas et ! 1 fee : “43 ’ 
: . . 2 . e Lf wus ; 
: - : hes eS. Eater Nac fe-dwdl Clete,’ ; 7 . 
: ot . e So . i get : Sy < , me 7 


Mada Moa” a os eo ‘Ae ae ms one ; 
" Nurfe. My Fan, Clodins. ea 
) Sulpit. Ay, Good siintiee,ot6 hide her ‘Pace. ee ; pes ae as 
dd ®.. Good morrow, Getitlemeh! S's 
ulpst. Good even, fair Gentteworndn:" =) 2 <5 ivy ae 
Warfe. Fair Gentlewoman? really ‘tis very hot. _ ee cei oe 
Sulpise. It -fhould béfo.by:your Ladythip’s parch’d Face 
Sirf. Marty someup, vay Gollip: ‘whofe’Man areyou?” 
Salps. A Woman's mast; my 'S¥6H: Yonldtt thoh ty oo 
My ftrength in Feptiat-darous dndapethent. ee ee 


U 


f- t a of 
ee aa a ee 


Wild in their Youth, and wafton-totheir Wildiefs, 7°") 
Where! may chofe the foreinoft of the Herd, 9° 


And bear ber. teepabling 0 fome, Bank; bedeck d’ oe ee ae 


Wivy Sara 
1 
a 


With fweeteft Flowers, fuch.a¥ 4% wouldchifes 
Apes!) iba. deose city ‘infpir'd rms about hers os 

‘Prolp ber till he choughe het Ff thore ble ACT |!" 
WVarfe, Ranting? ‘Joys? abdsyoue> stow by aly troth, “tis very 
Pretty. BptySeatkemen,.cin any of ‘you tell where L’may find young 
Marud fy) .:2 05 cb fog eS Dota oie pope ede 


, so» PDs Bae ; se a wee ees ’ cg ee ita Seo. 
Mar. jus, Yes, ocawtelt you,’ Madan I anthe, —— 
~~ we rece . Su Lpir, 


A 
| Than Jo. paneiag with she Joys‘of Four, 


(24 SPE LDP OG GND Pall 


Sulpit. Hab! by this. light; @:Bawtl.: So Wot. Dae Nee, 
Come let’s away. { hate aunorningnBarwe,, a CSUR r 
Tra- ftinks of laft-night’s officeramaspqmage’ in ac. Lud {Bai biflp} 

* Nurfe. Pray, Sir, what fawcy Helen's: iniahavte gag? govad Y 

Mar. yun, A Gentlemane Maries: that Jowd10: Bex Meet pa 5 
sl will {peak more in ange chap her] tant od iva aonthe 

3 Nsvfe. And he {peak any ¢hing agaiadtime, Yil-tahe ‘hi down 
and he were luftier than he. is,;-an¢@- ude facile Jackey-or TH: eed 
_ thofe that thall. But nowy: Sri bi: wath: Gi: DRA oy S.s-F heat! 


you are ate ed ein ws 

_ Afar pen, ya, t is daytthe bulachaboed wis done. al 
When’ i Ph Difcords firit took —. | 
Betwixt my F 


ARS Ne the Semaneg theo cot cad. i 
A holy Prieft of F/ymen .- Wher Wid Gabbe" . ae ae ae 
I bribl’d to ‘yield us Ris Ye hie OGigds bus ANGE ae met 0 | ee sa 
foyn'd our kind Hands, and now She’s ever mine. | 

Nur fe. Well: "fore eae ‘part about me 
quivers. But — Sir aword: a Ltold you. young Lady 
bade me find, | phot reap me: fy, Fi keep tomy fet. 
Bat firft ee ie Paradi 
asthey fay for oe of See wd: therefore if you. 


fhould deal doubly wit » shoveb:yom dare ables Bai 
man that wou’d afe double-dealing with a Lady. —=%: 3!) 


Mar, jun. Commend me tothy Lady, i protet——._f- « 

Nurfe. Good heart, and i’faich.| wil} tell as. auch. Lord ord r 
the will bea joyful Woman. | 

‘Mar. jun. Bid her devile shi ingsovepcive! Ae. ee 
Me at her ore here 1S omer Ee r Shes mine. 


e@bas 


Nerf This Ereitnes your a ‘ie a keine’ a 
Mar. jun, Aid ftayy Ring. Le, thin the Garden-wail. 3. </~_ 
_* Within this hour tay. Mar ovking aa OE 
And bring thee ‘Coids. made fi king bade, * ie oe a 
Which to the blefled Maafion a eter SN 
Mutt be my Conduétin tbe facsee Big a 
Farewell, be true, andl]. ean pains: 
Nwfe. Now. Heawns blefs thee.. ows Fark yom a : ~ 
Mar, jun. What fay fi thou, Ngrfe.?? — a oe 
Nurfe. heap tr my, Mi nts che frecend Lay Lord?* 
Lord! when 'tvens 4 little p prating. thing Gib }'s theré’s 4° 
Spark, one Syfa, that would fain: have 9 Shgev ia ht piel 
es nee bades lieve rg ph alvery as hear. 
i anger Inetimes,, Spe is thie properer. 
nro. — Bur 1 Werdrrant’ you, whta I fa fa the toc looks as pale‘a¥ any - 
Clout in the verfal World. Well, you ¢: Sone t0' (0 ee ee 
. ao . afer.jun. 


~ 


_ Free from the woundi 


2 ef Caius Manus, 39 
Mar. jun. As fure as Truth. } oe SO 
Nerfe. Well, when it was a Little thing, endue'd toe bm 
it woud fo kick, fo {prawl and fo play—and- then | wonldtickle 
it, and then it would laugh, ea would wri agen, Whenit 


had tickling and playing enough oma ') —* an 
Lamb. | thall never forget Gre DLvate-- 
— » Caan | forget olive? re ee i 


f. Nay, bur ‘eect theegh. , 
ae ian. By this Ki which. thou. ‘ae te. folie 
 Narfe. Oh! dear Sir, by ne, means, lndend you thal nots _— 


bin drinking 4qua-zita, Oh! thle Eyes of your! 


Mar. Night farewell, — | 
wef, Till UNighes fay 90. Morey, bd dn: Ce, indi 


~~ sage 

0 hae pai he tas wish ine ‘ation 
ain py isthe Evening tide. are 
When P iogm hesquenclisour ba ey ileg ot ae 
The feeble Remnant ot our yi 2 Se 
In Follies, fuch as Dotage befkis cad mithy, cael 

pacha hy - nee 55 

That tofs the though per yee. eS 
Though this Day be Seti Sone Ge t ald hae 
There's fomething hangs moft heavy coats, te OS 


| And my Brain’s fick with Daulsefs. -. , 


‘And farely Aderiushas fmall right in bbe: Hons 


Ene Movies fete. ee 4 
| Mar. fen. Where's this Loy Corer, . aoe aka oe Aagh, Bs | : 
This moft inglorieus Son of ey Maia - ee ae 
With folded Arms aridome-cal it Eyes be tends —— 
The Marks and Em a Woman's Foaki:.: . -» hens 

Mar, jin. M sHal Se Oreo 2 al tae “1 ee Se HE 
Mar, fen, Call me et Ne ae OI oy aot a 
Si yl ele ote. 


Difgrace menot : 1, 


Would Spile's Soul were shine eis, 
That he” as Thou halt Aone tee Glecy. Dt 


Might run for thelter + Womans AT wey: Cia tia, sa 4g Re 

Niet deine inte maibsainte,, As yrds Ee, srchaw ial 
_ Mar, jun. Then I’ai a Wa ::; Sater ONG ie. Leas 
Mar. fen. Art i Oi oui 2 PONT GLO Vale ak as 
gr. 2, Mit. ca d ala 

That thus can beat Repegachess andipetilixe,:. ee et ae eee 


Durft any Man but you havg u2Lasuw te Ws os co a 
Oh! let me fall, embracgang kidsoyoss Feetbas b'ysy7s Bahay M 
Vhave rais'da Spirit t in me promptyaaniisent glow SVee eboU a: i 


~ 


30 The Fuiiiry and’ Fall ~ | 
To fuch a Work as Fame ne’er talk of j eo 
HOw’ oti difnote. 2a Bhviea?! ' * acta . ee? ee 
Mh +1 Het Her ‘fant % pet: AG teas Ci eT 
ANrwould-all ner | Painily anid 1 cr 
‘Forgotten: hati they either. -€ver ee ge | eae oe 
Thy Father's ‘Plead ‘Dithonoar: or. chee Pain 
Mar, jun. *Twasan unlncky Sentertc "ake : feet ‘more. 
Mierellus’s ter now f a Yours: yore + 
hr aemcae tate 2 foyn'd::' My Heavin Be 


Freert chit Omer, nbd. preinte Father 
Mar. fen. Mbrry'd ?- fay: Tuin'd, fis and et 
7 Mar. jus. —— nee . ee 
Pie Soavetram me, we you Biba Ae 
-< Sho foe: Whete Unev more ma hear thee dy oe 
Go fartifes Pont sme, ‘ee tllee-o Ade 7. rif a res a 
‘Fall on thy Knees, and henosforth i fe Parent: ee 
I’ve yet one Son, ‘that firely evo'n't forfake mes | a 
Elfe in this Breaft 1 ftillhave glorioas Thoughts, 
That will at leaft giveuftre to my Ruiner 
Farewel——_my oncetett Hopes, ‘now greateft Shane: : 
Mar. jun. Condemn the rather to the , wortt of ‘Degehs," 
Or fend me chain’d to Sylé¢ like a § Slave, ' 
‘Than banith me the! Blefling of your Prefence. 
I've thought and bounded all my Withes fo, _- Sat: 4 
To die for you.is Happinefs enough ; : : 
?T vould be too much ¢’ enjoy. ‘Lavinia too... 
Mar. fen, Again Lavinia? a 
Mar. jus. Yes, this CowardSlave,'i'.°.. 7 
This moft inglorious Son of Cains ‘Mavis, : 
Though wedded to tae brian Beatty, aie | 
Toth’highe expectatien of Delights“. 0.20 iv... 
-Ev’n in this Minute when Love. prompts his' Heat, 
And tells what mighty Pleavares pata i *p 
Is Mafter of a Mind unfetter’d oe = i ks 
Mar, fon. What cantt thot OF CG Tees 


Mar. jun. This igh I hould fev gone ee 
And ta’en poffeflion of Lavimia'’s Bedi (82-051 tos | 


Bot by the Gods, thefe Eyes ho move Ypalk Qi hep UNS as. 
TilL }'ve done fomething that*s-aboveR: ae ie sae aad 
And you your felf prefent her to my Aitys.3 i. ake te 
Mar. fen. Why dof thoutalk thus to me" y ere 


Mar. jun. Hark, is) SY repees, 
The Trumpets found,” and: nemewt eben =e eae eure 
Je feems as if our Guards BRU wus Eee 
Were jult engag’d, and vaewpon she ALB oe ae 
The Gods have dane mace FaRieec ae oie ey 


ch 3 Rar, 


io” 


~ 


- 


“of Caius Madris | | in : 


Mar. Jen. Get thee Bone, - “O° Pacts 73 re 


And leave me tomy Faté,) °° sete or saee i eS nits 
Thou maim'dand' wounded; and uofic'for. Wart J oe ee ee ee 
Mar. jan, \'ll follow YO — ee ee 
Mar. fen. Thou. fhale not. o ONae met re ee VEO) 


Mar, jun. by the Gods, Twill 
Mar. fen. How ? difob yA tear? as . 7 
Mar, jun, Bid a Courfer fpurr’'d' oe 

Stop in his full Career; bid Tides rug back, 

Or failing Ships ftand fin before the Wind, ' 

Or Winds themfelves not blow when Jove provokes "em: - 
Mar. a “Away, and do ‘not tempt my Fury farther. - oo 


Mar, jun. Why? would you kill me? oo 
“Adar. for. Nogno : T.hope: thot art  Releev'd ret f for’ oS 
A better Fate:’ - ieee ee 

Mar. jun. Thank’, Hedy’. a co a 
Thefe few kind words thew (ar Pave viene? a 

> Mari fen. Then do-hot contradict my Willinthis; “=, 
But part, and when‘ dui hands’next meet mem i ie ek 
Re't in the Heart: of Sylla or: Mit elis——— tS  CExis, 

finn agen, 


' Mari jun, Sound’hizher, ye'ttrill Inftrvinelts of War, 
: And urge its Horrours up, ‘till they er 3 - 
If poffible, as rerrible as mine. . 


Oh my Lavinia though this Night, I fall, a, e 
At my return | hall’ be doably happy.~ Se a ee 
Soch Tryals the great ancient Hero's alt,” ea aes 

Who little prefent Happinefs could ta oe ‘ 

¥et did gress Attions, and were Godsat fat “(ee 


— 


‘S08 N E. “Maat Hs ab 


: ¢ 
ay ie ay 


| Enter Lavinia ae . Mo daeae 
Lavin. Allop apace, “URE y-footéd Steeds,’ ie ee 
cna ip: ae, Riis ins Lodging. . Such Chart mie 

As Phaeton would Jafh' 0 to the Weft: - bie. fe 
And bring in clondy Night: emda arr a 
ee seers thy clofe Curtains Love- performing night oe 
— faited Matron alt in ‘black ;- er ee: : 
as jealous’ ‘eyes may wink, ‘amd Marinas ° aa an 
cap to thefe ‘Arms untalit: ‘of and unten. Pt nee 
On! give me Marine ; and when he fhall dies’ e e 
Mt | . "ake: 


R2 | ee 
akehim, and cut him oat in little Stars; a 
_And he will make the Face of Heav’n {0 fine, . 7 
” That ail che World thallguge ia lore. with Night, 
And pay noworthip to the gandy.Sun. 

Oh! 1 have bought the Manfion of a | : 
But not polleft it——-Tedious isthe Day, ss - 
Asis the Night before fome Feftivel _ 

Toani impatient Child that has aew Redes, 


Emer Nurfe ad Cledins. 


And may not avesr ‘em. _ Welcome, Nurfe: what News? 
How fraths Lactal all oy ere my-Maviat 
Narfe; Ohl aChairt . ’ op Queltians, but a Chair! So 
Lavin. Nay, prithee Nurfe, why doft thog lodk Ta fad ? 
‘Oh! donot fpoil the Mafick of good Tidings 
With facta Melancholick wretched Face. 
Norfe. Oh! lama weaty, very weary. Clodiws, my Cota oe, 
Fy! how mybones ake! what a Jauat have [had! 
vie. Do notdelay- mie ches, but quickly.tell me, — | 
il! Marins-come to Night? {peak, will he come? 
w Naf Alas‘ alas! what hafte ?-oh! caonot you ftay a Little? oh! 


do not you fee that I’m ous of breath? oh this Phthifick! Clediset, 


the Cordial. 
Lavin. Threxcufe thon mak’ft for this unkind celey 
‘Is longer than the Tale chou haftrorell, 
Is thy News good-or bad? anfwer to that. | | 
Say either, and Pil ftay the Circumftasce. | : 
_ Marfe. Well, you have thade a fimple Choice: you know re —_ 
‘to chnfe aMan. Yet his Leg excels all Men's. And fora Hand 
_ and a Foot and a Shape, though they are not to be talk ‘dot—yet 
they are paftcompare. What,have you Din'‘d within ? 
Lavin, Ne, 003 wiet footilh Queltiobs doB thou ask? 
‘What fays he bf his coming? what ofthat? 
Nerfe. Oh! how my Head akes! whac'a Head have I! 
ic beatsas it would fall intwerty pieces 
My back o'’other fide! ah! my Back / my Back ! ! 
Beihrew your Heart r Heart for Seeding ing meabout, 
To catch my. Death is Back oF mine will Begab y Abit 
Lavin. lndeed Pm forry ifzbou actnot wel 
But prithée tell me, Nurfe, what fays my Love? 
Narfe. Why, your- Love Jays like an. honeft ie i. 
_ kind Gentleman, and a Sera R es Ydl watraag.a. yercucps 
Gentleman. [ Drinks.] Well-——e what ? where's Eanker? --. 
Lavin, Where's my ce, mane es at he Senate. 
How odly thou ae: ea ers a ee “ ae SAY sin Be 2 mee, 
:. T ‘by = Your 


z ren a 
” a) -™ 
é 


> | The Hiftory - ond Fel * _ 
akehim, and I isa Stars, ... Pre 
And he will make the Face of Heav’n fb fine, 2 
” That all che World thall guar in love. with Night, . 
‘And pay noworthip to the gaudy.Sun. ae 
Oh! ( have bought the Manfion of a Love, 7 er 
But not pofleft it——TediousistheDay, = 
As is the Night before fome Feftival , 

Toani impatient Child that bas oew Rebes, 


Ewer Nurfe and Cledius. 


And may not avesr’ em... Welcome, Nurfe: what News? 
How fares the Lord of all-m: Joys, my 

Narfe, Obl aChairt ‘a ? op Queltians, but a Chain So. 

Lavin. Nay, prithee N arte, why doft thop lodk Ta fad ? 

‘Oh! donot fpoil the Mufick of good Tidings 7 | 
With facha Melancholick w face. 

Nurfe. Oh! lant weary, very weary. Clodim i Cota ot, 
Fy! how mybones ake! what a Jauat have [had! 
ae de ‘Do notdelay- ed yng quickly. tell me, 

Marins-come to Night? {peak, will he come? 

Niefe. Alas! alas! evhat hafte ? oh! cannot you is alitele? oh! 
.do got you fee that I’m out of breath? oh this Phehifick! Cledius, 
the Cordidl. 

Levin, Th’excufe thou mak’ for this unkind delay 

Js longer than the Tale thou haft to cell. | 
_ Is thy News geod.or bad? anfwer to that. . | 
Say either, and Pil flay the Circumitance. | 
_ Merfe. Well, you have thadea fimple Choice : - now not fous 
‘to chnfeaMan. Yer his Leg excels all Men's, for a. Hand 
and a Foot and a Shape, though they ate not safe talk’d of-—yer 
they are paft compare. What,have you Din'd within? 

. Lavin, Ne, nes wiet foolily Queftiobs dof thouask? 
‘What fays he bf his coming? what of that? - | 

_ _ Nurfe. Oh! how my Head akes ! what a Head have i! 

It beatsas it would fall intwerty pieces | 

My back o't’other fide! ah! nies my Back! . 

Beihrew your Heart Ce ene 

To catch my. Death ck of. mc mil gah y Dri. 

Lavin, Indeed T'm forry ifzbou act not well. 

But prithee tell me, Nurfe, whatfays my Love ? oe 

Nurfe. Why, gout-Love Jays like an honeft. iui = 
_ kind Gentleman, and a ‘handlome—--aad Vl watrang.a. yertegas 

Gentleman. [ Drinks.] Well-—~ what ? w au ony feel . 

Lavin. Where's my Father ?. wane les at he.Sepate.. 

ae odly thou reply’, sii 


Pet) ie bg ee weet 
$ 0+ we OF ~. J ae co ~~ vie 


1 


ma! 


_ Pa . 
. 
> 


oof 


. Meek -\H thou God, 


of Caius Marins: oF 
Youir Lowe fays ike an honeft Gentleman; ee: ae 


‘Where's your Father ? a ae few 
War fe. Oh good Lady dear !: el, eae L aad 
Are you fo hoe? marry come up, F trow. °° 


Is this a Poultifs for my pking Bones? 
Henceforward do your Meffages your felf. nt 

Lavin. Nay, Findly. bs not angry, Nurfe, i meant _ 

No ill. ‘Speak kindly, will my Maris come? | oe 

Ne varfe Willhe? wilt Dick fwrim ? me oe a ale 

Lavin, Then he will come. wins 

Nurfe. Come? why; he mille ‘come Spon 2H on Sante edhe. 
Go, get you in,. and: fay your Prayers’:’, 58 

Lavin, For Bleffings on my Mariarand’ Fhees 87. a i 
_ Nurfe. Well, it would be a fad thing though——., | aoe Oe ey 
Lavin. What? _- 

Nur fe. tf Marias (hoult ‘ictrdore now: ome chere’ sold dctiigs: 
at the Gates, they are at it‘ding:dong: “Fumrarara go the Tron, - 
pets ; Shout; cry theSouldiers ;Cka "go tite § Swords. rll aie 
I-made no {mall hafte. ~~ | 

Lavin, Andis-my Marins: dani aera fea! +k , CPoaige- 


| Thetidife comes this wa mh ‘Guard my Lave, "ye Gad 


@r ftrike me wRh your. under’ when be fais.» ’ +. eet 


“SCENE ‘he Boca 


« . l " 


' Eneer Marios fenior, Marius jasior, Geaning Sapiro, Casiancte: 7 


_ Guards, Lik&ors,. ont one: fade >. 
Metelhas, Sylla, Quintus. Pompeine, Cana wobec, 


[Diapers fod ¢ hore, 
- Deliterer of Rose, mofb bleft of Men! ! 


_ Seehere the Fathers of th bleeding Country’ 
_ Proftrate: for Refuge az chy feet: fee there 


The Terrour of our Freedom, and thy Fee, . 
The Perfecuter of thy Friends, the Scourge 


QF Truth and Juftice, and-the > Vlague of Rome. 


Mar. fen, Whatart Thou, thatcanit wn ae 
Zo flattering Hypocrifie? oh. | 
Sylla. My Nante then bai beard, a. 
Amd fled from. Lam the Friend of Rome, a ee 
The Terrour and the Bane of thee hes Far. eee 


+ 


EPUCMTY Gite LT 
* Mer. fer. If th’art he seek why ne ee a here tenai * 
Slaughtering ber Citizens, ‘and ‘laying waite her — ia 
— Sylla, To freeher froma Tyrants Power. 
Mar. fen, Who is that Bias | 
Sylla. Thou, who haft opprelt ¢ . 
‘Her Senate, madethy felf-by force a Conful, | 
Set bai ot and Ae ‘dem Lees Laws, ) | 
Mar.fen. Hear this,ye Romans,and then amy saa 4, 2S 
Have I opprelt you? Tave I forcid your ne ? - 
Am Ia Tyrant? I, whom yehaveraisd ks, i, 
For my true Services, towhattam? at 
Remember th’ 4mbrons, Cimbri, and the-Ten mre, oat | 
‘Remember the Confederate War. __ 
. — Sylla, Where Thou, mae Fe 
- Cold and delaying, wert by Silo brav'd, ; a ae 
Scora’d by thy. Soldiers, and at laft compell’d ae eee 
 ‘Ingloriouily to quit. th’unwieldy. Charge. . en 
Remeniber too who banifh’ d good Merellus, Sg Se 
_The'Friend and Parent of thy obfcure Family, - is 
That rais'd.thee from a Peafant to a Lord.. | 
| Mar. fen. Bafely thou wrongtt the Truth; My sSicas aid me. 
‘Hadft thou been Born aPeafanc, ftiJlthou'dit been fo: . 
‘But I by Service to thy Country’ve made 
My Name renown‘d in Peace, and fear’d in War. 
Sylla. In the Fugurthine War, whofe King was taken 
‘Pris’ner by me, and:A4Zesas triamphtforr..  -. 
Mar.:fer. Thou ftol'ft him bafely, fol’ ft him at ie price 
‘Ofhis Wife's Luft : chou baterr’d'ft his sid > 
And:in the Capjol haft Pageants fet. 
Jn memory /of thy ‘Vanity. and Shame. ; . 
Sylla. rh hy Shame. eer / 
Mar, faa. My.Honour, proud prefumpeuous Boy, - 
Who would'ft be gaudy in an unfit a F 
Agd great, may caft-off Glories after me.” _ | , 
__ Sylla, Vd rather wear fome Beggar's oo a a agai 
‘By him lefe dangling on'a Highi-way Hedge, a 
-Thapi foil my Laurels wich a ener ee: _ tes voor 
' Thou fcorn’d Plebeian.. : «: - i ae 
Mar. fen. Wortt Perdition catch thee: - a Roc en eS ee 
' Sylla. Disband thatR out of Rebels at'thy heels, 1: tala | ae 
And ield thy felf to Jefticaand the Senate. © . pet ee? 
Mar, fo. |etkice fram Thee demanded on my Head . _ 
- Firft clear thy felf, quit thy ufurpt Conimand sca? a 
Approaghi and kneel tome, whom thon af rong é. Sa ae 
‘ Sy#a. Upon thy Neck I would.: ” i. ee 
Mar. fer. Asfoon thou’dftrake. .-...2 04 6600 ee EP 
oe ie | A Lion 


: of Caius Marius: - Sg. 
A Liowby- the beard: thoudarit not think wea : a 
| Syl, I dare, and more... ~ ; | a aus a 
far, fen. Then Gods, I take your word: car 
If there be truth in you, I thall sot fall. , se 
This day. My Friends and fellow-Sonldiers,. now, ae, 
Fight as l’ve feen you: forthe Life.of Sylla, $=.  -  ¥ 
Leave it to me 5 for much Revenge r mult go _ : 
Along with Death: when sach .a Victim bleeds. - et 
Syl, My Lords, ‘withdraw. 7 | 
Metell. No, truft the Gods, I'll fee wo ’ ‘ed tal | 
_ My Country 's Fate, aud swithober live or die ee ie eee 
Mar, fen. Now, Sylla. Set er oa 
_ Syll, Now, my Veterans, confider : Ce. ara ee. 
You fight for Laws, . fos-Liberty, and, Life. oe os a ee a 
Mar. fen. Rebellion never wanted that Pretence; eae oss et 
- Thou Shadow of what I have been, thou Puppet 5-02.53 <r. 
Of that great State and Hopoprs{ have boro, . . 5 ee 
If thou'le do fomething worthy of thy place, : eee 
Let’s join our Battel with a Force may glut | 
The Throat of Death, and choak him with hime, 
Ae fiercely as-deft roying Whirhwinds rife, 
_ Oras clouds _ when Thunder fhakes the Skies. 


tee eras % Trumpets found 4 Charge: ad 
Re enter r Maris felon, ~ » — aks 


Vo 


| ee The. Joisiated te, ese 
“Of that tall Pine that was ?’Away, rye SBrUpS: yee 
Ye clinging Brambles; do not clog me chus, he hee 
But ler me run into the Jaws of Death, ;. 6. 00k pv wet 
And finifh myill Fate. Or moft I be. eae fia Pitas 
Preferv’d a publick Spectacle, ex dare oat ety AA 
To Scorn, and makea Holyday-for (ont 
On} that Thought’s el -Surel tho reat hase wy ie - Haya 
_ Thou haft born Office und er me." : se > eeu, 8 
In my beft Fortune Idefere'’d thy iendthip, ea eek ee 
Give me a Roman's Death, . and fet me free, ee 3s os 


That no Difhogopr.in. my Age Ageo'ertalte me. - a 

Officer. V've. tery’ daik dJoy'd yon well: “or. wou ayn 
Your Fall ——— My Orders) StS rane vont 3 sds" | 

Mar. fen. ‘Thou’ rta Time- eTevet, sim fie Milery 


Enter Marts j junior, ‘hain ed salpitiags hijo. ory, 


TEE 43 ABS) ia Vat fa id By iby ms . ‘aie 
_ Sons in Bonds tob and Si a Gb 4 as bas e ott i: hh ‘Sag: 


a ay - 
1) 


36 The Pipiiry: dnd: Pall 
—— Sulpit. Yes, the Rat-catehers ave trepp'd in¢.- * Now traalt § - ee: 


Be food for Crows, and ftink upona Tree, -"! i: vite fa eae 
Whilft Coxcomhs ftrowk- ab¥oad°Gn Hol ydays, Satta Sn went 


To take the Air, and fee me rot, “A pox! § C07 ni ee a otis “i 
On Fortune, anded Hie DFM fi Fol fe ebasiy oM ye ral: ne 
That taught the world Ainbitien. Mig Bete eo 2 pe ee 
dooce va at 
Enter Quine:Panipetud four Litho Sef is oct 

Te ies Ma Cy am Gat hee 

Q. Pomp. Draw near, fort] 2bouw ©f3 Susi A Mbsigt ‘s 


Ye men of Kome, and heal iene baw péonoune’s: cUIE4 "and 2M 
Thou Mariws, whofe Ambition and whofe Pridé «°°. 2) 7. 
Has coft fo many Lives, the fir thate’er °-'-/ 01. ao te 
Wag’'d Civil Wars in Rome, Fhee and'thy Bons, ee Pacey 
Thy Family and Ki, bie en vile Slave>" os ar EERE 
And Minifter of al] thiyiOut Fife’, <1 ° Te a VL mT 
Fhe curs'd Suipitins, BaeitThinent’s thy ot os Se grees 7 
After tomorrow's Dawn ff found fth'Ciry, - = 05 
Deathbe thy Doom: fo hath thé Senate faid. = : oe 
So flourifh Peace and Litert itiRome. > 


2 ee iyint. Sent Litto ing Eby 


W hat pleafant Gante Hath Fortune p idtoday?” beng oS weit.’ 
Oh! lecauld burft with Laughter. y, bow ‘Rome's. are 
At Peace. But may ir bea$ there dodvain, 28 P22 toa 
As Joys but dreamt of, of aPfitR nien’s'Slutt Oe, ee, te 
Now let’s take hands, and bending to the Eatthy 
To all th’Infernal Powers let ystwears cae ee 

All. We {wear. IP AETAD ge 1, nie bani ie ome 


For crowning thus your sheet og Ha, ha, ha? r 


Mar. fer. That’s well*- aiTtie Dern a a er as hee 
By alt ee BGK a as 'thaew ~ge ce ne eee Be 
About the Throne of Hell,” ahd-by Hell's Ring; *- eo aed 
Well bring Deftruction'to this cirfed City 5” ares to. 
Let not one Sione of all: aoh ws‘ fland' fate. ° 


Mar, jun. not her Fei ‘ho? hér'Gidds CHpBOM © 
— fear fastiche P Wivis Binh) re es 

a Hy He ' fen Ta zisbiC yi ~—-. 
Suh er Wire nsravi'd? .ovmedt-canT 6 vuoi — ree 


Mar, fun. And let hey. Lovers call, -Torments feel. 
Doating ike’ ek aft Hile me eTOR CScILES v.14 f 
Thus Jet ‘em curfe thus raving tear thei 
vf Gil oponthe ground as. ido bygees Hair (63 25004 iii ciiuz ne 
Mar, fem. 


- of Gaine WviArnis; | $7 
| Me. fen. Rife then, and to Lavinia go. This Night’s 
Thy own. 

Mar, jun. And ever-afeer Pai ig-and Sorrow, 
But go thou, find Levinis <Wonmn Ouz . 
Tell ber I'll come, and bid her chear my Love, 

For ('U not fail, bat i in this oe wipe 
Whole Life, and f 
| Mar, fen, Thas then let pachgs eac take erie feveral way, 
As to - Lalo Darknel : ay paaeeg me 
In hated Exile, we'll compute na 
And fee what Mifchief each has gathered then. — 
For, Rome, I hhaldtie-yet once. nsore thy bron: BTS Fata 
If Oracles hayt:trbeht; andidmgntsdid ante 9° csw io” 
For yeta Child, and in.eng Wablics’sBieles ha s3 wit 
Playing, I feven young Eagles. chan’ taba 3 pines co Ewa | : 
“Which ee up I to my Pateies dare. es 
TheG apron fmt : 
As many he Conbstate in Rome: Out ee eye 
Six tumes already I’ve thatiOifige baire, aie ae coe < a ae 


[To his Servant. 


And fo far has the: ‘BW. he TaN oe athe 
But if {’ve manag’d ill che-‘timws hats ply Fee ee 


okt fix eder Potemntsinggy; = ee 
The younze Darling Ratciggetto come, a 
And ThowBiattfedl me id = Ronee. ve EBs. 


ae ved ae aa aii tas: Caan ita ‘4 ; i: ar os ae ples 
“yr 
The's e - fd cae } a 
The end of te The Ac: rT. Sf ge ee aN 
1 
. , “es Ke. 
meme TES A. a 
‘ond - - ~ 
t y ? 5! Sak a - J ‘ 5 c wt a 
= F : ; : ; t 
a ta ’ Rg -— ° ‘4 a Ce ; $ ; 
~“ a we { ay 
© ? & il BN dag A ee a ! Pee 3! 
rq * .G 5 oo LL 
ae ate ’ ig 7 § 
os ‘ , ¢t ’ ah 


. * é ; 7 Pe : ‘ 
0 Fs ar 3] 2i Va a eI Se - t ae ; iD, 4 


os. . bes Gee , 
coor We. A ¥ ve ¢:: By Sige Pa it (see 33 . zt i a to CG 
r * 2 
Be 30 has Be JUNO AE eR tien J 
: are 


. iat clog! ae pene ea Oia set ny pees Geet 
N . > 
a = : Le “hy Ee he ne es Sas 
Si). Sie oe ee ee? a Pa ae RA Road 
pore Te ee es SUR he Bee. 
Se Sb or 0 Spime cyt bed 2 be) 
wen } eae WIC INI I Se TG oS 
Nee Pe oa he PO ee a ees 
See e y ee Se On is va 


38, haat ak eal 


, pie ro PR fy en ae GG Sa , q ye ‘ ae ee “e a ; 
WO NG a oo 
if ees. : 
AC T WW. es bee eee 
ae Tee ty ub TR Si dd gees C$ a - 
IEF; NB th Goi Pete 
—@ VE ale hs eas A . t Gg al 3 i Seo S 1 
ae Mat Ra Se 
Enter Levninand Maine Junior... : | 
Lavin: wis thou belgone : 2 Atisnopyeo nea-Day.: Pol om a a 
It was the Nightingale, andi chebark; inist 1 
That pjerc’d the fearfuldéioHow of cisp Har.: 3 i: a ae ay 
Nightly on yon Pomégramare-tsee five lings. baal at Peary 


Believe me, Love, ic wasthe Nightingale. | ° ne 
_ Mar, jan, Oh! ’twasthe Lark, : the: Mrerald of the Morn. 
No Nightingale. Look, Love, wile envious eee | aa eo a 


Of Light embroider all the-choudy Bafkr:' ek a 
bd a are barat ub od cand Day ie << wt bi 
Se the Mountain-topé fits zaily drefte:!: «| Lag ee 

hilft all the Birds bring Mufick cohis. Levy. : i ce aor 


Lmutt be gone and five; ‘or-ftay?and die - 
iataebig. Oh ! ole evahabwuretched Hortune .is my. lot: 
Sure, giving Thee, Heav'n grew too far in Debt. 

To pay, till Bankrupt ake it broke ; “ut te sags 
A poor compoundingCAéeditor;: ‘Anefored 
To takea Mite for endlefs Sums of Joy. 

Mar. jun, Let me be taken, let me fatrer Death,.. 
Iam content, fo Thou wilt have it fo 
By Heaven,. yon gray is not the morning's eye, 

But the Reflection of pale Cy#rbia’s Brightnefs. 
Nor is’'t the Lark we hear, whofe Notes do beat. 
So high , and echo in the Vault of Heaven.. 
Pm all defi ite to ftay, no will to ga. 
How is’t, my Soul? let’s talk: itis not Day. 
set Hire WN Oh! it is, itis =Fly hence away, my Marins, 
‘ark, and out of tune fhe ngs, 
With grating Difcords and unpleafing Stratnings. 
Some fay the Lark and loathfome Toad change Eyes : 
Now I could wifh they had chang’d Voices too ;- 
Or that a Lethargy bad feiz'd the morning, . 
And fhe had flept, and never wak’dagain, 
To pare me fromth’Embraces of my Love... 
\What thal] become of Me, when thou art gone? 
Mar, jun, The Gods that heard our Vows, and know our tin 
: Secing 


_ i ‘ Caius. “Marias} - . Bo 
S Faith, and thy unfpoteed Trath, 2o2 5.007 69 ae 
Wil Sire take care, aad lec ao-Wrongsanmdpthes, hat ee? 
Upon my Knees I'll ask ‘em every day, a ab at sk 
How my Lavinia does: and evefy night, -: 7 i sete 
Ja the fevere Diftrelles of my Fate, —° -: ee 
As I perhaps fhajwarderthrough.the ates oars corcehl ap 


And want a place to reft my weary. Head on, ! in ce monee ee) 
fli count the Stars, and blefs ‘end as they fhing, . 1G waa 
And court ’em all for my Levints’s Safety. le Ihek Bae 


Lavin. Oh Banifhment; eternal Banifhment ' . ee 
Neer to return! muft we ne’er meet agen ? Sere Se 
My Heart will break, J cagpot think that Thought! :. UM aweTe i 
And live. -Cou'd /kbat deegorth’. endofWoes 2 3202) } coe a 
There were fome Comfort-——--but argent LE. 
Is even infupportableroThongit.; 9: 4a on Af 
It cannot be that we fhall part for -ever. oa 
Mar, jun, No, for my Banifhment may berecall'ds, 2 OR 

Father once more hold a Pow’r inKomes.2 = 7 Sk 
en thal I boldly claim Lavinia mine, 2° 0. ate 
Whilft happieft Men ‘hall envy at the Bleffing,.. Peale 
And Posts writethe Wondetsef ourLavess 6 2 oo twa 

Lavin. \f by my Father’s Cruelty. Pm forc’'d, - a ee 
Wherndlefe alone, to. yield.to. Syla’s es we. ee 7 a oS 
Defencele{s as 1am, and thou far from me, - ee ei 
Hf, as 1 mult, 1 rather die than fatter’ Spec eke. Oe 
‘What a fad Tale willthat be when ‘tis told thee? ? ee ree ee 
{ know not what to fear, or hape, arthink, «:: re a ae 
Or fay, ordo. {cannot let theego. y' 

Mar. jun. A Thoufand things. would, tathis an faidy 


ww. 


'. Bat tharpen andadd weight to parting Sorrow. - 


Oh my Lavinia! if my Heart e’er Bray ——— : el : 
- Orany other Beauty evercharmme, Jf so eo 
If I live notintirely only thine, .. cin, ae ae 
_ In that curft moment when my "Soul fortakes the, - a se ae 
May I be hither brought a Captive bound, ‘a «62 2% 
'T’adornthe Triumph of my bafeft Foe. _ % 


_ Lavin. And if Llive.not faithful to the Lord. 

Of my firft Vows, my deareft only A4arins, . 
May 1 be branght to Poverty and Scorn, a 
- Hooted by Slaves forth from thy Gates, O Rome, os ea 
Till flying to the Woods t’ avoid my Shame, 7 | 

Sharp Hunger, Cold, or fome worfe Fate deftroy mej 

And not one Tree vouchfife : a iLeaf to hide me: 
— Pfar. Fun. Whatneeds all this? 


Lavin. Oh! aoa find ons things ier ehe a 
To cami ha ae oka = 
: Mar. jute 


qo © S28. ELSI resinist aaced ad 


Mar. jun. Weep not 5: the time: eee 
We had to fayengetban bay ere upton d oe 
In richeft Love has 


| Lavin, We ought to fumnon ait = 
The fpirit of foft Paflion up, to chear 


Our Hearts thus lab'riag with the pangs of Partin me. io5 4 
Oh my poor Aferius ! | eye A 


~ Mar. ju. Ab my kad: Eiowinia t. : P Redes s 
Lavin. Bat doft thou think we eer thalt-incet ager ts ee 


Mar. jun, \ doubt k not, and all thefe oo 
For {weet Difcourfes in our time so come. - 


Lavie. Alas! idaee an:iii.diviaing Sow! 5 . - eo 
Methinks I fee thee, now thou vt fronrmy. Reve, « ae 
Like a ftarkr@besi witHovtecr-in thy ge: | ee 
Either my Eye-fight fails, or chowlaok’f pa _ 

Mar, jun. And traft me, .Lowe, in iny Rye fedott Thos. o 
Dry Sorrow dritis oar: Blood —.-Fare wel. 

Levin, Farewelthen, © 0s i Teste Mar. j un. 

Nurfe-within. Madam, ee 
— Lavin. My Narfe: -.: | 


Nur fe within. Your Ratives’ 8 up, aa Dey tight broke tials, © 
‘Be wary, look aboyt you-___. 


' Lavin. Hah! is hegane? My Lord, m Haband, Friend, 
I muft hear from thee every hoor? thdey , 
For abfent minutes feem as many days. 
‘Oh! by this-reck‘niog { thai be moft old, 
E’er | agen behold my Matus, Nay, nt ae es 
‘Gonetoo already! “Twas unkindly an; : 
I had pot yet iomparced half my Soul, | 
“Not a third part of ics fond jealous Fears: | 
But 4’Il purfue him-fer’s,- and be reveng’a; or ae tee eS 
Hang fuchatender Taleabouthisheart, 8 = =§=- | ' 
_ ShaH make it tingle as his Life were tung. 7 ee 
Nay too—-———F}lfove him , never, never eave tim; 2 
Fond as aChild, and refaluteas Man. LE xis Lavin. 


ry ae | wn . e 


-Ahoer Metellss mings ek 
Merell, Syl this morning parts from hetrce to Capa, —— . 
To head that Army. Cinwa'muft be Conful aise 
- Ay, Cinna muft be. He’s-a-bufle fellaw, er ea 

Knows how:totella ory tothe Rabble, 


Hetes S/arius too: that; chat’s the-deareft point. es oe 
I hope the Snares for Marins aid mraytakehim. 9°; m ais 
A hundred horfe are in purfiitto f#@ him 


And if they catch bim, his Head’s dail, ae? dertaia: ae 
| : ele 


of €atus Mei ee | ea 
Of <vins will be the ofher———--y o cev eS 


An bpgeft,. fmples downright-deal pean Bh ib EN weed 
A littlezoo Religious, thac’s bjs fauly.-.. 5c jn aerdio roteg sh 
Sh oe oar 
Enren ce “a Se eB. Dees, oe 


What now ? ee anes th | 28. on ; ' ; 
Servant. A Leter left you bya Lidtor, A at eee 8 ot 

who fold us shat it came from the Lord sti ie oS eee 
arr NOW ob ote ob peu in 


Metelins regdsthe Lage op eect ac 


Lame not, Sir, wy parting - ee an ae 
So [uddenly : juft now Sad advice a eed YMA 


«Of fome Difturbanceie che, Gump at. Capur, ues Ree 
7 Commend: my tgnaee ff Fault! far Lavin bee oe 
‘ Tere eee Aaducpatesvish ber and. oes: btn 

: Enter Nufe. 7 ae 

Well, Narfe. a ei oe a BW a ogee ee ealey 
Nurfe. My Lord. oF ho i ase ewe ae Pee ely eee 
Metell. How does my Daughter? Hoi desetat se a (OA 
Nwrfe.'Truly very ill: oa is i, 

She has not flepe a wink : ae ee a 

Nething bit tofs'd and rambled all this night ;. a 

] teft'her juft- now flumbering. ... ie eee eee 

Bhis Lord. Sydadpes fo ran 1 her Head. : 


 dtecoh, Oli! were be inhesz Heart, Nurfe! | 
 Nwrfe.. Were he? 
Why, the thinks of nothing elfe, talks of nothing elfe, dreams of 
nothing elfe. She would needs have me lie with her th’ other nighr. 
But about midnight (17ll {wear it fo ig agen of a fweet.diap ) 
fp takes sé Yat in hex -Arms, and cries, Ob my ddd. SyMah: but 
army ou, will-yoube trae? 2 Thea igh, = fe eich de- — 
1L:w4s halfafrasd.' ° cae ed oe ay | end 
- Ader She's ftrangely alter'd then... e cas y ‘ oo 
This Morning two new Confuls muft be chofen. - 
If they aretrue, thofe Tidings thou haft brought me, 
Wait while the wakes, andtell her ’tis my Pleafure, 


At Loe r rear h: Fora that b fee Byit Metell.. 
whe Se fo’; aie wit! be fi voces Ding ew many. 
hundred lies a day must I tell, to keep this _— at — . 


‘Emer Lavinia. — 


eMuet © es bac Ud DOL 
Lavin. Ob Nurfel: ‘Wao at then? lomy Faber nce toes : 
ap a ‘Nwfe ; 


hic 8% “The Eiiiry end Pall 
_~iNurfe. Gone? .Yes3 and would I were Zone too. 
Lavis, Why doft thowtigh. What caufe haft thon toy for 

Wert thou diltreft, unfortunate asl-‘ani, = - 

‘Thou hadft then caufe. 

What fhall 1do? Oh, how alone am I! 

1 walk methinks as half of me were loft: 

‘Yet, like a maim’d Bird, flutter, flutter on, 

And fain wou'd find a Hole’ tohide my Head'in.''° - 
Nurfe. Odds my Boddikins!- bur why thus det, Madem? Why 

in this pickle, fay you now ? 
Lavin, Seem notto wonder, nor dare to oppole-me, ~*~ 

‘For lamdefperate, and refolv’d to Death. 

In this unhappy, wayward, humble Drefs, | 

After my Lovea Pilgrimage Viltaké, © 2-1 

-Rorfake deferted Rome,‘ and find. my “Marina,” a 

Nwfe. And I muft ftay behind to be hang" 7 up, ike an oft Pole- 


re 


-, eatin a Warren, fer a warning: to all- ‘Vermine, that hall come 


_ after me. “Would! were fairly dead for a week , till this were 
over.. 

Lavin, This Morning's opportunity is fair, 
‘When all are bufie.in ele@ting Confuls; f $20 ee ee 
I hall efcape unfeen without the Gates, = ssw Mais 
_And this Night in a Litter-reach Salonium, : : 

gs Icare not; Pll have nothing to do-in’c: you ‘tha’ nt fir. 
Nay, I'll raife che Honfe firft. Why, Clodius? Catulus! Sempr 
sia! Thesbia! Menand ae where: are you ? Oh! oh:! oh!; 
ae bor gets from ber, ic Naif 

— ee) a Lavin. 


Emer Clodius. 


(Clee. What's the matter, Mittrefs? , 
> iNet fe. Ob. Clodp,Glody, dear Clody!: is'cchee,gay dear Cla? Help : 
‘the, dhelp-meup. . Rut tomy Lord tote Faraway prefently: telhim.: 
his Treafary i is robb'd, his Houfe a.fire, his Daughter: dead, and 1; 
mad. Ron, run. You' Ik not run. = ob! 9! ‘Cet 


ET SES a 
oe = 1 sli ee ou 


os c E N zg shang to othe i? seamte 
- Bater el Herd {nen belonging to Marius. oe 
« Her # esr meh goer Brother, you have heard the News. | 
e | 


aie Tews, ach: chbiahiaatcai truly, «| a ae 
| ~  Aerdf. 


| of Caius Marius. ~ "4? 

1. Herdf, Why, they fay our Lord and Matter” s fept aone fide. 
Is there any thing. in’t trow.? . 

2. Herdf. Any thing in’t ? alas aday ! ! alas aday ! f Aadtimes! ! fad 
‘times, Brother | not-a penny of-money ftirring. 

I. Herd/, Nay, I thought there was no good Weather towards, 
_ when my bald. fac’'d Heifer ftuck up her Tail Eaftward, and ran back 
‘intoa new Quick-fet, which I had juft made to. keep the Swine frem 
the Beans. . 

2. Fférdf. And other night,. as I was at Supper, in the Chimny- ° 
-corner, a whole.Famjly of Swaltows, that had occupy’d the Tene- 
‘ment thefe feven years, fell down, Neft and all, into the Porridge- 
pot, and fpoil’dthe Broath. Sad times! fad times, Brother ! 

3. Herdf, Did you mest no Troupers this way ? 

2. dod Troupers ? i faw.a parcel. of Raggooners, | think 

-‘they call "em, trotting along yon Wood-fide upon ragged Hide- 
bound Jades. I warrant they came for no goodnefs.—— _ 

t. Herd/.’ Twas to feek for Lord Aarius, as fureas Eggs be Eggs. 
Thefe Bitious folk make more ftir in the World thana thoufand mo. © 
Would.my Kine were all-in their Stalls. 


Enter feveral Souildier sin wef of Marius. 


1 . Sould. This is the way. How now, you pack of Boobies : ? whofe 
Fools are you ? 

2. Herdf. Why, we are fach Fools as. you are 5-any bodies Foals 
oe will pay us our Wages. - | 

* 2. Sould Do-you belong to the Traitor Marios? 

1. Herdf. Webdelong to Cains Marias,an't like your Worhhip. 

1. Sonla, Why, this is a civil Feliow. “But you, Rogue, you are 
witty and be hang'd, are you? :- 

2. Heraf. I's poor enough to be witty, as. you’ re poor enough to 
~ bevaliant. Had [but mouey enough, ‘d:n0 more. be: ‘a Wit than 
you’dbeaSouldier. -: 0 ae 
- 2. Sowld. Let the hungry Chart alone. = =. ed 
Prodn Sould,Hark you, you Dogs, wliete's.your. Lord, the Teaiter 

rus? | 

2. Herdf, Ina whole Skin, if he be wife. — 

2. Sould. Whereis he, you Pultroon ? 

2. Herds. ‘Look fou;'t Keep his Cows and his Oster here at Salo- 
ninm, but I keep nong.of him. If: you ssaft needs know wheas 
he is, then I muftneedstell youl don’t know... | 

1. Sould. Let?stohis Houfe hard by, and.ranfack that. _ Sitrah, 
if wemifsof him, youmay‘repentthis,- + (Ex. Sowldiers 
1. Herdf. 'Tisallonetome, { muft pay my René to fome body. 
2. Herdf. Why ahi: tis now $0 bea great. man. Hea’ in keep nie 


| : “eon r filj~» I , €. eres twee tw ES aOR re Pte 
rkeepe a ¢ En 


44 The Eiftory aad Fall : 


| Enter Marius: Gpioe silted we | 


Maer. fin Where are we? 2re we yet pot near Slomiss > a 
Lead me to yonder {nady Poplar, where . ™ 
The poor old Marins a while may fit, Das 
And joyis Ret. Obmydiftemper’d Head! | 


The Sia has beat his Beams fo hard upon me, ‘a ye 
Trat my Brain'sjrot as molten Gold. My Skull! - — 
Oh my tormented Skull! Ob Rome! Rope! Rovet ss 


. Buh! what ere thofe ? 


Gran. They feem, Sir, Rural Swains, 
VVho tend the Herds that graze beneath thefe woods. 
Mar. fen. VVho.are you? to wkat Lord:do ye belong? .. 
:. 2.Herdf. VVedid belong to Cains Afaxims once :: but they ay he's $. 
gonea Journey : and new webelong toone another. 
Mar. fer, Have ye forgot me then? ongrateful Slaves ! 
Are you fowiling ta difown your Mafter ? 
VVio would have thought 2 have fonnd fuch Bafenefs. _— ; 
VVhere Innocence feems feated by the Gods, - 
Asin her Virgin-nakednefsuncainted? 
Confufion on ye, ye fordid Earthlings. Ex. all but one, 
_ 1, Herdf. Obfly, ory Lord, your Foes avethick abroad. ~—- 
Jult nowa Troop.of Murtherers paft this way, 
_ And ask’'d withhorrour foe the Traitor Afuries.- 
By thistime at Saloniwm, at your Hou, a 
They are in fearoh of you. . Fly, fly, my lone: 2) GE xis. ~ 
Adar. fen. 1 fhadl be hounded: Ap and downthe world, : 
Now every Villain, that is wretch enough - 
To takethe price of Blood, dreams-of ‘my: Throat.. 
‘Help and fupport me till I reach the Woced, . 
Then go and Jind thy wretched Brotheranut..°: 
Afurnder we may dodge our Fate, ard lofe her. 3. oe 
In fome old hollow Tree oro’ergrewn Brake. | 
Vd relt wy weary: ‘Lambs,tall danget pass mai: (Baines re ve | 


— Enter Souldiers agains. a 


\ y.Soald: Athonfand Crown's? ‘tis 2 Rewaed sight bag 
Be many Litcs, fox they are-cheapan. Miata be a ee 
And 'tistoo much for.Ome. 0: Pace 

- 2 Sond. -Let’s fet this Wood: . 
‘A flaming, if you.think he’s .hieve, ‘and‘thea. eee |e eS 
Quickly you Il fee. th\otd, Op dans dranhnumming ont... 

-{, Sbala. Thowiabadys Toke ee Wi(clief-T here’ s 

He. Confideration t igthee. Look you, Ui eb a Riggeat ‘T-leve 
a wo ; to 


7 Cains Matias? <i Ay 


to dot it with as much Deliberetion and Detency as a Barber cutsa 


Beard. I hate a flovenly murther done hand over head: aman < 
gets no credit by it. ) 

3. Soxld, The man that fpoke laft, fpoke well. Therefore let us 
to yon adjacent Village, and fowce oar felves i in good Falerisum.— 


[ Ex, Souldsers. 
Mar, fen, O Villains ! nota Slave of thofe | 
Bat has ferv’d under me, has eat:my Bread, | 
And. felt my Bounty ———- Dreaght! parchiag hides £ 
Was ever Lion thus by Dogs embofs'd 2 | 
Oh! I could {wallow Rivers: Earth yield me water ; 
Or fwallow Marius down where Springs fir flow. 


Ene ‘Marius janie aud Qvanns, 


Mar. jun. My Father! a 4 
Mar. fen. Oh my Sons! a 

_ Mar, jun. Why thus forlorn?’ ftretcht on the Earth?’ 
Mar.fen. Oh! get.mefome refrethment, cooling Herbs, 

And Water to allay my ravenous Thirft. . 

I wofild not trogble pou if. J had frength: 

But I'm fo faint that all my Limbs are uiclefs. 

Now have I not one Drachma tabyy:Food, ~ | 

Muft we then ftarve ? ‘no, fure the Birds will feed rae zo 
Mar. jun, There ftapds a Houfeon. yonder fide d'th” Woody: a 

It feems the Manfion of fomemanof:Note: - - » 

‘Pll go and turn a Beggar for my -Father. 
Mar, fen. Ob my. Soul's cornfort 1 dé. Indeed : want ite 

J, who had once the plenty of the Earth, 

Now want a Rot and Water. Go;. my Boy, 

And fee who'll give a morfel: to~ poor Aarsus. : 

Nay, I'TMnot ftarve:: no, will plunge in Riot, . 

Wallowin Plenty. Drink? I'll drink, I'll drink. 

Give me that Goblet hither.—~ Here's. a Health" 

Toall the Knaves aad Sénatars in Rosael . 
Mar. jun. Repofe your felf a while, till. we returni 
Mar. fen. \ will, but prithee let me ravea litdle. 


Go, prithee go, and don’ tAelay.Tilretg [ Bx. Mar. ut | 
As thou fhale, _— er Fortune aide Beis ee 7 
ae Sr Bnet. Lavinia. | 


4 


Another murth'rer? this brings fmiling, Bate’: is 
A deadly Snake cloath'd-in-adainty: Sias. |. ; i 
Lavine Vive wander diap Sencene Kee Woeds and Meidows, : 
aul have loft my were a 

c 2 Againtt 


46 - ‘The Fiiflery.and Fall’ 
Azaini tall, young, flender, welt. ‘grown Oak- ae 
Leaning, \fousd Levivia inthe Bork. | - ei, ee 
My Mariusfhouldnotbefarherce, 3 
Mar. fen. What art tuou, 
That dar’ft to name that wretched Creature Marins ? 
Lavin. Donoct be angry, Sir, what e’er aa art; 
lama pocr unhappy Woman, driveard. °~ 
By Fortune to puriue my banifh'd bora: - 
Afar. fen. By thy aie Tone pot thovld ft is Wain, 
And Roman too. 
Lavin. Indeed J am. 
Mar. fer. A Roman? |. 
If thou art fo, be gone, left Rage with iia 
Afiift my Vengeanceyand Erife and: kill‘ thee... 
Lavin. My Father, is it you ? 
Mar, fen. Now thou art Woman ; 
For Lycsare in thee. 1? am I thy Father ? 
Jne’er was yet fo curft 5 none of’ thy Sex 
E’er {prong frou me. My | Off {pring all are Males, 
The Nobler fort of. Beafls eatit’led men. 
Lavin, Yam your Daughter, if your Son's my Lord. 
Have youne’er heard Lavinis'snamein Rome, 
That weddcd with the Son of Marius? 
Mar. fen. Hah! ; 
Art thouthes ‘fod, shat kind and doting thing,. 
That lefc her Father for @ bapidht eae e 
Come near— | 
And let me plefs thee, thongh thy Name’ S my Foe, ° 
Lavin. Alas! my Father, you feem much opprett : 
Your Lips are parcht, blood-thot your Eyes and fank. 
Will you partake fuch Fruits 4s Lhawe gather’d? ~ 
Tafte, Sir, this Peach, and this cone sa are 
Ripeand refrething.. : ie 
' Afar. fen. What ? all this from Tee,--. oe se mr 
Thou Angel, whom the Gods have feat ale me? 
1 don’t dcferve thy Bounty. . : 
Lavin. Here, Sir’s, more. : | ic 
] found a Chry ftal Spring toe in n thé Woba: hs 
And took fome Water ;. ds. mo: foft and wool:. 
Mar. fen. An Emperour’s Feaft! but { thall rob thee. 
Lavin. No. I’ve eat, and flak’d my Thirf. But where’s my Lord, 
My deareft Alaris ?. 
Mar. fen. Toth’ Neighbauting Village ee ee, 
He's gone, to beg his Father's Dinner, Da ughter. : se 
Lavin, Will yau then call moe Danghter?” will ™ own it : 
I'm much: o’erpaid for all the wrens? OF-Feriuge,. a 


to. 


+ 


¢ 7 | 


gf Gaius Weativs 


~ .But St farely Martixeca Pe brought ‘te wart." eae 
_Pve Gold and Her t¢0, and chey ll buy Foo A 


4 *Epter Marius Junior. 


Mar. fen. See ioe my san aie what the Gods have fet us. 


See thy faving 


Mares hf £9 one ay, rr 5 a ty ck nie (1 ed fice, oe 


iar, fon ‘What? dum¥ at’ meeting? 
Mar. jun, Why weeps my Love >: 
Lavin. | cannot fpeak, Tears fo obftruct my Words,, 
And choak me with unutterable Foy: | 
Mar, jun. Oh my Heart’s Joy! ia oy 
Lavin, My Soul! . otic Ae 
Mar, jun. Bot haft thou left: ° ae 
- Thy Father's Houfe, the ast de anid’ § State of Rome 
To follow Defart-Mifery ! 
Lavin. | come 
To bear a part in every thing that’s thine,’ 
_ Be’t Happinefs of Sortow: - -fi thefe’ Woods? 


Wait fronrparfoing' Enemis fou're fafe, 9? aa bo 


I'll range-about, and fide Fruits and sprigs. 
Gather cool Sedges, Daffadils and Lilies, ~ 

And. fofteft Camomil to_make us Beds, - 

Whereon my Love alia faevight will ep, 

And dream of better Fortung, ie a 7 


: ee atiees 
=o" os ee bee be 


ad Granius sn Sova nth Wise a and fitiies 
Mar. fi Yet more . Pléiity? 


Sure Comus, the God of Peahing, hatnts thefe Woo ty. = ; i 


And means to entertaiai'#}-a9lis Guefts:” 

Servant. Lam fent hithers' “Marius,” “from r my Lord, . 
Sextilius the Pretor,’ to relieve-thee; - oer 
And warn thee that chot-raft depart this place, - 
Elfe he the Senate’s Bdidt mat obey, 
And treat thee as the Foe of Rome,:” 


a aes 


"y 
~ om ~h 
q 


‘ | 


oe : 


+. @ 


Mar. fen. But did he, -<-2 0) - 8 &<- oe eee 


Did he, Sextilins, bid thee tay al thie? ° ike . 
Was he too proud to tomietnd fe his Matter,“ « 
Thatrais’d him out of: ‘nothing? Was he'nor © | 
My menial Servant once,and wip'd thefe Shooes, .. , 
Ran by. my-Chariot-wheels,-my pleafures oe 

_And fed upon the Voidings of my Table? _ 


Durlt he affront‘amioettWva Zordi@ Aleph e UP Se 


And fend a fancy. Meflage by a Slave? . 


‘ 
vr ' 


48 Tbe taytary one Tuk. 
Hence with thy Scraps : backto thy Teeth] dahtem -: =. 
Be gone whilff thou ar fafg... Hold, Maya little... x 
Serv, What Anfwer would you Have ine carry back 0° 7 
Mar. fen, Go to Sextilins, tell him thou haft feen >; C 
Poor Cases Marius banifh'd from his Country, 
Sitting, ip Sorrow on the waked Eatth,-. -) 2 
Amid {t an ample Fortune once hisown, 
Where now he camotelaim a Turftofleepon.. + [Bxig Serene, 
How arn I fallen! ‘Mufick? Syce,:the Gody ft Malik, 
Are mad, or have defign’d tomakemefo... : — 


Enter Martha, . - s os oe 

Well, what art Thou? | Meds 

Marth. Aml-a Stranger to thee? pe ee et Poa: 
Martha's my name, th¢ Syrian Prophetefs, . 2s. + 
That us'd to wait upon thee with good Fortupge, ©: -. 
Till banifh’d out of Rome for ferving Thee. _ 
Dve ever fince inhabited thefe Woods... 0: - 35... 
And fearch’d the deepeft Arts of wile Foreknowledac.-_ ee ee 

Mar, fer. 1 know thee now mok well... \Whea Ihou avert. gone, 
All my goodFortune Ipft mies Mylow'd Yalu, os 
That us'd to hovero’er my happy Head,» 

And promife Honour inthe Day of Bayeh.. .. 

Have fince been feenno more, By'n,Birdsokpepps oo occ op! 

-Forfake unhappy Adartus: Menof prey. ossodusjeci rite 
Purfue him ftill. Haft chou no Hopes in ftore ? - 

Marth. A hundred Spirits wait yponmy willie OD <.3.1 

To bring me Tidings, from 'th’Earths fartheft Corners, 

Of all that happens out in States and Coupeilss.- 27 

- I tell thee therefore,. Rome is once more thing... .5.5 20) on ye 

‘The Confuls have had Blows, and Chama’sigeatany, 5-26 a5 2qnce on 
Who with his Army comes tofied thee-outyisiijj -~s. ned 

To lead him back with Terror to that, Citas: Pat mats ge pe ey 

Mar fen. Speakon. +e gM ec 

Marth. Nay, eer thou think’f€ it,hg well bespith thee. 5. 

But let thy Sons and thefe fair Nychphawtigng} sift 20 itn. 
Whilft I relieve thy wearied Eyes with Sleep, Sow vewy 
And chear thee in a Dream with Pap ETE G Regs: ee ae 

Mar, pun. Come, my LAuntay aes ichdnaw: OF ae * 


7k 


MUMIA, OT ERGs OAL S a 

To fome cool Shade, and wonder aL Our FONG oo {: Ease, * 

ae ee Pe ie ee Oe ee 
Martha syeues bar Watdy—etomte jxitod AiDance. - 
; ; toh Ve Vee ee St Cot 

"+ fen, O Relt, thou Strangerae mys Walsomtes A Noe. 

| es $wv.id 6 ys egeleM Gavel o migh >. 4 


y 
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20a anes - .. ° . _ c ° 
aaNet @ falas’ naa a, ‘ ae fe mw eis 


eae L’ SSO" aan Seeoan ana Rafi ss : 


Serv, Ten Artick Yatents thall be ehy Rewatds” arte 
Sextilivs gives’em thee. Difpatch dim fafely. aa, 
Rug, Fear not, he never wake agenv-- - . 

_ Mar. fen. No more, oe oe eee 
Pi} bear no moze... Aferatine tive? No, ‘nds | - a ae oe 
Hedies, hedies. So bear himved the Fiber, ee ea ae 
And plunge him to the boston. “Han AaRrtinel pel 2g 

Where are my Guards? Difpatch that ‘talking Knave, — 
_ That when he fhould be doingpublick oa | 

Confumes his time in Speeches to the Rabble, 


‘ e 
e ‘, a ond 7} : 4 


And fows Sedition ina City. Downy) '')  -': 

Down with Pompeins too, that call’d ms: Trdidep, 2 FO 
Hah! art thou there? Welcome once more, old: ‘Mine Pana 
To Rome's Tribunal. : = : 


Ruff. Now’s the slate. - 


Mar, fen. Stand off. | 
Secure that G AUb-mnimnen Dar It oui ki abs Bri? a “ide 
Hah! !épeak 2? What art thoo? se ve 


Raff, By Sextifrechived . 205: ie MI" oe “gaat ae : 
] hither came to take your: Life Soave wht a os 
And I'll for ever ferve you-at-your feety © © «+ 7 


‘Mar. fen. What barb’rous Slaves are thefe, that envy me 


-. Fhe open Air; fet‘Pricos es'nty:‘Head,i:' ~~) -> 


As they would do on Wolves that flay help Flock’. . _ 


ee re: 2) 
Enter Sulpititis. * | mss Yuenipers, 
Trompets | t Sulpisine, whereta ft thee been wrindtrihg. 7 
_ Since the late Storm thatdeove-ng fiesd-cath: othe? - a’ 
..Sulpit. Why, doing Mifchief up aiicedowePetc ORY ae 


Ricking wp idiicongented Fools, -belyiagy> < - on ae a we 
The Senatours and Goverbdiedt, deftroyidg oes a | 
Faith amongit honeft Men,, aid praifing daaren be. “ee 
Mar, fen. Oh, but where's Civaa? ae : es 
Sulpit. Ready to faluze pou vite fe : wi a wae 7 : : 
Enter Cin arnsted hh ili had | 
Cinn, Romans, once sabre behok! yotr Conf fee, - 
.Je¢hat gq Fortune "Et for Cwine Maris. ? > 
Advance your Axesand Your Rods before him, 
And give him all the Cuftoms of his Honour. 
{Mer {c%) Advay :- Such Pomp becomes not wretched Marin 
ere: 


‘« §° ) The “Eliftory- ded Fall | ee 
_ “Here let me pay Obedience to my Conful. so 
L.ead me, great Cina, whete-thy Foes have Wrong'd thee, 
And fee how thy old Souldier will obey. ; iP 
Cinn. O Marius; be our Hearts ‘united evet, ci Sos Toor 2 
"Yo carry Defolation into Rome,  e a ae 
~ nd walte thac Den of Monfters to the Earth. 
Mar. fenaShall we ? ? 
Cinn, We'lldo't. That-godly Soothfaying Fool, 
“That facrificing Dole, thatSoc OGevins, =. 
“When we were chofen Confuls in the Forasr, -. 
Difown'd me for his Collegue ; faid, the Gods | _ 
- Had told him 1 defign’d Tyrannick Pow’r a See ae 
; Provok’d the Citizens, who took up ‘Arms, 
And drove meforththeGates, ~~ | ;. 


‘What’stohedone? ie 
Cinn. No fooner was I gone, : _ : ye 


‘But a large part of that great City follow’d-me. 
There's not an honeft Spirit left in Rome, 
‘F hat does not ownmy-Ganfe, and--with for Marius. ats 
Mar. fen. Bring me my Horfe, my Armour, and the Lanral °  ; a3 
‘With which, when I'd o’ercome three barb’rons Natious, 0... 
- T enter’d crown'd with Triumph into Rome. en 
1 go.tofree her now from greater Mifchiefs, - - ; 


~ - 


Enter Marjus janiopagd Granius, ss. 
O my young Werriour!? 
.Mar. Fun. Curft be the Light; © ~ - 
And ever curft be all thefe Regions-round ys. 
Lavinia'sioft, born-back with force to Rome, - 
By Ruffians headed by. her Father’s Kinfmen; | - eS 
- And likg a Coward.too Llive, yet fawit. °°. -° , [Exse. 


Nor cloud the Joy that’s breakingon thy Father; - .. ° ae 
If fhe be' back in Rome, Lavinia’s thing. * . #4 
“Lo morsow’s Dawnreftores hertothy Arms. - 
For that fair Miftrefs Fortung, which bas cot 2. tpt, tt 
-So dear, for which fuch Hardhhips I have pat, 
Is coy nomore, but crowas:my Hopes.atlaf.. - 
. _ “J long t'embrace her, nay, ’tis Death to flay, - 
J’m mad as promis’d Bridegrooms, boraaway . |, 
. With thoughts of nothing but the joyful day. .  ” ‘TExewt. 
: ae i a . ae te - Aeey ie. oS 
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SCENE, «Melis Fine 


he Bae Fater b Metelis, Laviniay Prich of Hymen. 


| ‘Lavin. TAY 3 » you have catcht ey yowaiey kilime too + , 
' Bat. with thy Cries-Likrend the echoing; Heav'as 
Till all the Gods are witnefs hovt you ufe. me. -* | 
Meret, What? likea Vagrant fly thy. — Houfe ? 
And follow fulfomely an exilld Slave, a oe - 
Difdain'd by all the World ?* But abjett: Thow;>::” ob ¢ ae 2a a SO 


Refolve to go, op bétuadbe ftir to Sybayicn ob Yui ne oT NE 
With as muchy Stadn as thot -haftdone meSiame. 22.)0' sc! 


Lavin, Do, bind me; ‘kik me;: cack the Limbe: a ia it. . ii 
But, Sir, confider ftill am your .Datghted s Jo) 2 i) 


’ And one hour's Converferwith chitholy man .-. a 
May teach me to repentyaoG chew Obetiences : Tame ae rere 
Metell, Thi potiecadiniit by proceadting tire: oat ne CF 
For if thou doft not; may ttie Sods forfake me,. © : : pee a 
Asi will thee, if tkemefeape my Rury a | Lae. — 


Lavin. Oa! -bid me leap: (rather than go toxSyle) a Ase 
From off rhe Battiements:.afianty ‘Tog'r, 0 joe. 2 eh te 

Oc walk in Thievifh ways, or bid me lurk | 

‘Where Serpents are: chain me with roaring Bears ; 

Or hide me nightly i ina Charnel-houfe 

O’er-cover'd quite with dead mens rattling Bones, 

_ With reeky Shanks, and yellow chaplefs Sculls : 

Or bid me go into a new-made Grave 

And hide me with a@ead maniniis Shecyed ae eee 

Things that to hear but told have Beak me tremble: 

And I'll go through it without fear or doubting, 

To keep my Vows unfpotted to my Love— 

_ Priefft. Take here this Vial then, and in this moment 

Drink it, when ftraight through all thy Veins thall run 

A: cald And droufie Humgur more than Sleep : 

And in Death’ borrow’d likenefs ihale thou lie, 

Two Summer days, then wake as from a Slumber. 

Till A@zrins by my Letters know what’s paft, 

And come by ftealth to Rome. 
Lavin. Give me; Oh! give me: tell me not tof Fears, 
Prieft, Farewel "be bold and profp’rous. , [Exe 
Lavin, Oh! farewel | 

Heaven knows if ever we hall meet agen. 

I have a faint cold Fear thrills through my Veins, — 


That 


52 ~ The saftory.and Fatt 
That almoft haces up the heat of Life. 
Pil call him back agen tocomfort me. 
Stay, Holy Mam But. what fhorid hedohere?: 2 
My difmal Scene ‘cis fit 1 act alone. 
What if this Mixture ‘e pthehaiats work at al 
Shall 1 to morrow then ca SydlA 
No, no, — this fhall forbid it; lie ns there. Az B si 
Or how} nf; when far laid into-che Tomb, - - eee 
I wake before the tiniethat Alexie come — ; 
To my Relief? There, there's a fearful. Point. 
Shall | nor then bé fied in che Vault, — | 
Where for thefe mahy hundred years the Bones 
Of all my bury’d Anceftors afe pack'’d?. | rae i oe tin 
Where, as they fay, Ghofts at fome. fioat eebett,. , he eg 
- With Mandrakes fhreekstern. front the Surth's Sarah's dark Womb, — 
That living Mortals hearing them ren mall 7 ae 
Or if lwake, (hall I not be diftradted, 7 oe . 
Invirond round with all et a5 roe Sls Bin ee 
And madly play wich my. Fore-fathers Joiness : 
Then in this Rage:with ‘tome g great indict one, sad i 
As with a Club, -dafhout.my defp'rate Brains! . pe Bs 
What? Sella? get theegone, thon meager Lover : a 
‘My Senfe por thee: Dentdifturbmy Draught; 
| *Tis tomy Lord. [ Drinks. 3 Oh Mari! Aderiea | Maria! 
‘EE se. 
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of Caius Matis |g 
ACT WW | | 


‘Cinna’s Camp before the Wells of Rome. 
| me | CF rampers found a General. 


Enter Cinna, Marius fenior, «rd Sulpitins, Graniui, = - 
- Two Embaffadors, Gaardy. ee 
Cinn. ) Bg erreel from Rome? How many Slaves, 

Ly Fraitors, and Fyrants, Villains, waskcalPé 
But yefterday ? yee now their Confal Cinna - 
Oh! what anexcellent Mafter isan Army, — 

Toteach RebelliousCitries Manners! Say, °° 

‘My Friend and Colleague Aferins, fhall we bear “em ? 
Mar, fen. Whom? _ | 
Cine, The Embaffadors. | 

Mar, fer. From whence® ~  ° 

Cinn, From Romes’ 0) oh 

Mar, fen. My loving Comntry-mien?' they mut bekeard, 
Or Sy will be angry. ~———— | 

Cian. In what {tate . | 
And Pageantry the folid Lumps move on 7 
And though they come to beg, will beattended 
With their ill order’d Pomp and awkward Pride. 

Who are ye? and from ? a 

t. Emb. From wretchediRome. 

Tothee, molt mighty Cima, and to thee, 
Moft dread Lord Aéertus, in her name we bow: 
Cinn. What's your Demand? _ 
1. Emb. Hear butourhamblePrayers, 
And all Demands be made by God-likeCimka, 
Whither, oh! whither will your Rage-purfteus*™ 
Muft all the Fortunes and’ the Livesofome - — 
Suffer for one Miftarriagéof her Mafters 2 
Your forrowful afflicted Mother Rome, a 
In whofe kind Bofom you were purs'dandbred, - 
Stretches her trembling Arins-Cimmplore your Pity, 
Fold up yourdreadful Enfigns, md'layby = =~ 
_. Your warlike Tetrors, that affrigts ber Matrons,. 
And come to her ereSorrews quite o’erwhelmrher. _ 
- But come Hike Sonethae britig- cheit Parents Joy: ee. 
Enter her Gates ala lets adaaa a a 
as ; 3 - \ 


= 


And 


The. Hiftory and.Falk 


And let no bloudy Slaughter ftain her ayaa 
Cinn, Thus ’tis you think to-hgal we as Honour, 

By pouring flacc’ring Balm into the 

Which for atimemay makeit whole and fairs 

Till the falfe Medicine be, ae bast difcover'd, 

And then it ranckles to ® Sore ag a 
_ Take this‘my: ‘Anfwer ; tt wi BE init” tS RE a 
Rus fonmy Fonces.Adl.keep it {till my own, | 7 
Nor part with Pow’r to give it to my Foes. 

Mar. fer..: Sedpitints fensar hat abjedeSlayes are hetetis 
Such bafe Deformities'a: lang Robe-hid RS oy 

Sulpit. 1 cannot but laugh to think on te 

Mar. fen. Whats. 

Sulpit. Hawi thele politick: Noddles,. that look for Brave upon the- 
matter in the Senate-houje,. wil} laugh.and grin at. one _— 
they are fet a {unning upon the-Capjtol., : 

2, Emb, May we return with joy. into our City,. 

Proclaiming Peace agreed. with Heav-nand you? 

Cinn. Go, tell’em we expect due Homage paid, _ mgs 
Of every Senator expect Acknowledgment,. et, ae 
Mighty Rewards, and Officesof Honour, Say 

1. Emb. But on that Brow there {till appears .a Cloud, 
That never, rofe withous a following Storm. eee 

Mar. fen. Alas! for the, a fimple Banifh’d man, | 
Driv’n from my Country by the right | Law. 

And juftly punift’das my Us deferv'd, - - 
Think not of me : Wiate er arehis uneaaas 
I fhall obey. 7 ae | 

Both Emb, May all the Gods: acid you. ere . 

ce Ex.. catia and Aitendams 

Cinn. Now, Marinus. | 

_ Mar, fen, Now, my Cinna, — a. eet 
 Cinn. Ate notwe - 

True born of Rome, true Sons of, fi 2, mee ?; 

How | adore thy Temper? oe yeas & 
Mar. fen. Thofe two Knaves: 

Thofe whining, .fawning,.. humble, lane Villains, 

Would cut thy Throat or mine for half .a Drachma. 

Cien, Let's not delay a moment, . We tet. . week 

Mar. fen. Oh! let's fly, - Z oe ves 
_ Enter this curfed City: ; s nay “with foiletoo, et 

But falfe as the adulterat omifes. eed Go 
Of Favourites in pow’r,. when poor men court, em 

Cinn, They always hated me, soins ay ot a _* & “Se 

Mar, fen, Bafe Natures ever ‘grudge at thingp-above-‘em, > - 
And hate a Pow’er they.ars tao. muchdligid t CO ic cde Sot 3 
wiz ren 


«* 
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| At Capua ns | fee 


| of Caius: Matiug; 5§ 
When Fears are onthent, then their kindeft ‘Withes | ae eqs 


And beft Rewards attend the gallant aaclaagdin 23°0 2vt fa as 
But Dangers vani(hty infamous negléd, : Lornsvetasse 7 


Jt] Ufage and Reproach are all his Portions 6 se 


Or at the beft he’s wedded to hard Wants, . 
Robb'd of that little Hire hexoil’d and bled for. - 
Salp. I'd rather.curn a bold:true-hearted Rogue, : 
Live opon Prey, .and-hang for’s with my Fellows, . ~ / .- 
Than, whenmy Honourandmy Country’s Canfe 


Gall'd meto Dangers, be fobafely branded. .. ~' oo 


 . Mar. fen, E'er we this City-enter coe let's fwrear | | 
Not todeftroy one hone Roman: living... ae ee 
Sulp. Nor one chaft. Matron... + a a4 
Cinn. Nora faithful Friends: ).- |. 5 4 she ah f 


Nor true-born Heir, nor.Senator that’s ies 7 
Mar. fen, But Knaves and: Villains, Whores and bafe-born Bras 
And th’endlefs {warms of Fools grown upin years, : 
Be Slaughter’s Game, till we, dif-people Rome. 
Cinn. Draw out our Guards, and let the oo: found. 
Mar. fen. Tillall things tell “em Marins is athand. oe 
O Syll+, if at Capua thoudhalt hear: | 
How Fortune deals-with me, tall onthy.Knees, —- a ee. oS 
And make the Gods thy Friends to keep thee frou: me, . me 
Sulpitius, 9s along the Streets we move - 3 
With folemn pace and. meditating Mifchiefs,”. 
Whome’er | {mile on let thy Sword go through. . a 
Oh! canthe Matrons and the Virgins Cries. + | v. 
The Screams of dying Infants,.and the Groans i ; aoe * 
Of murther’d Men be Mufick toappeafe me ? - 
Sure Death’s not far from fuch a defp’rate Cure. . 
Be’t with me rather (Gods,) as Storms let loofe, . 
That rive the Trunks of talleft Cedars down, 
And tear from Tops the Joaded pregnant Vite... - 
And kill the tender Flow’rs but yet half: blown... : 
For having no more: Fury left in ftore, - | 
Heav’ns face growsclear,: the Storm is das mores, ak aa 
And Nature fmiles as gaily as-before.-—— | Cem 7 


Ss Cc E. N E. Merellus' Hone. ook 3 
Enter Metellns.. : - 


Merell. A Peace with Aéwius? O moft bafe Submiffion ! | 
That over-ruling Fears’ thould ween oP Reafon! !’ 
Was not the City ours, and Syllatoo © | 


ai 
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And to fubmie$ Cael Fhet ance have fanghe for't, 
I might have met tiadfedw im Arms, 


And been reveng'd for all pas oe al 
*Narfe. 


. Eater Nw fe. 


Nar fe. Here, an't Gall pleafe you. 
Metell. Go wake Levinis, Tell her, ihe mul heace | 
For Capua this Morning 5 forthe Truce 
Favours her Journey, and _— hor Pafthgs. ; [ Bait. 
Scepe saws, and difcovers Lavinia ou 4.Couch. 
¢. Wake her? Poor Tiomoufe | ix. will beas peevith, = —- 
tile wercaii you, and rabits Nye’s, and fo-frowa now. 
“Well: Miftrefs! why, Lavinia! faft, t warrane her. 
Why, Lamb! why, Lady! i By, you Shigg-a.bed. 
“Whar, nota Word? ¥outake your Penay-worth now, -. 
Sleep for a Week ; for thenexs Night (my Word for’e 
- Sylls takes care that you fhall- ref but licile. 
‘ Gods forgive meres _ 
Marry and Amen. bow -fovnd: is-the efleep? : a 
I muft needs wake her. Madam! Madan! Medea! 
Now fhould your Laves fied you in. this pofture, ~ 
He'd fright you upi‘aich, What? won't it do? 
‘Dreft too? and in your Cloashs? and down agen * 
‘Nay, 1 meft wake you. Lady! Lady! Lady-! 
Alas! alas! help, .hekp,- my Lady’s dead. 
Ah! welladay chat ever t was.bern! 
‘Some Aqua vite. -Haa! my: Lord-—~ my Eady 


" "Enter. Metellus, 


Merell. Lavinia. dead >. 
‘Nur fe. Your only Qanghter’s dead : | 
. As dead as a Hering,, Sudch Sth, of Door-nail. 7 
Metell, Stiff, cold; endipale. Wihero are chy Beatties. new: 2 
Thy Bluthes that have warm ‘fo many Hearts?. - . 
All Hearts shae-even felt hesconqu’ring Reauty, 
“Sigh-till ye break; and al ye-Eyes thee languaithe - 
‘In my Laviaja’s Brightnefs, weep with me, 
Till Grief graw egerall, audivic World’ in Teas. 
‘Nurfe. Oh Day! oh Day! oh Day:! ah hateful Day ! 
‘Never wasieen fo black adayramthin. 
‘Oh Day ! oh woful Day! oh Day like Night! 
Merell, Nomore: “Eliusin:her Bridal.Oroaments = * 
‘Dreft bs. fhoia the fall be-hosnto Burial, : | 
- T'th? Sepulchre where out Rorofatherereft. Se eee 
‘Be’ t egies onlt all things rr fon Joy. | 


~ 


of Caius Marius 7 
Turn from their Office, andafiftinSadeeB.  =8«§« > i (tis Le 
Narfe. \t fhall be done and done and overdone, as: we are un-. 
done. And IJ will fgh, and cry till lam {well’d uw big aes Pom- - 
kin. Nay, my poor Baby, lll take care thou thall net die for: 
nothing ; for I will wafacheé with my Tears, perfumte thee with: 
‘my Sighs, and fticka Flowet i in aia part ten thee.—— ; 
ot Ba, Ne fi : 


SCEN E ors to a Forum}, where ks = 
| placed the Confals Tribunal. | | 


Enter hbo Citicens.. 


1. Cit. whither: ob! whither thall we @y for woe 
Alrgady recking Marther's arour Streets, 
~ Matrons with ont in theit Arms ere burcter'd, | 
And Rome appears one noifome Honfe of daughter. 
a. Cis. Hear us, ye Gods, and pity oar Calamities. . 
Stop, ftop the;Fury of this¢rucl Tyrads}. | 
Or fend your Thunder forth saftrike us dead aS 
E’er our own Slaves dre. Mafters of our Theaats. 
1 Cie. Ruine draws neer we: Oh aty Briend! bet’s fly 
 Tothe Altars of our Geds, and by the hands | _ 
| Of one another die as Romans oughe. LE wdunt, - 


Emer Ancharius the Senator and bis Grandin. 


Child. Hide me, my Grandfire ; the ugly Men ate conning 
That kill'd my Mother andmy Sifter Thesbie. 
Will they kill you and me too? ° .. 

fach, Oh my Child! © 
lecannot hidethee, nor know what to do. : 
Decripit Age benunys my weary. Limbs :. 

I cannot refift, nor flee. | 
_ Child.: Thenhere we'll fits ie 
_ Perhaps they Il notcome yet ; or if they do; - 
 -Vit'fall upon my Knees and beg your Life... 
'. Yama very little harmlefs Boy:; | 

_ And when [ cry, and: talk,.and hang about’ eft = 

“They'll pity. fire my: Tears, -and grant me call. 


Exter seb old men.in black with Cyprefs Wreaths v; irigins in 
— white with Myrtle, who ea before: the Tribenl 
_ ‘Thenenters Marius fenior as Coniful, Liétors, Sulpitius, cod Guards, 


"d me sow. 
ddan. fen. chan Ye Gods; : beibidaa te ine 


e 


A ames cee 


e 3 } 
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What Pageantry is this, Sulpitins, bere > 
Remove thefe Slaves, and bear ‘em to their Fates. " 

. 1. Old mas. Wecome not for our felves, but in the Name. 
OF Rome, to offer up our Lives forall, 

. Piya wretched State, thou raging God; 

And let loofe all thy dreadful Fury here. - | 

- Adar. fen. Iknow ye all, great Senators 5 ye are 

The Heads and Patrons of Rebellious Rome, 2 
Ye can be hamble when Afixtion pallsye: 

And with that Cheat at any time ye think 

ta charm a generous Mind, though ye‘have wrongld i it. 
-Falfe are your Safeties when indulg’d by Pow’r : 

For foon ye fatten and grow able Traitors. 

+ Falfe are your Fears, and your Afflictions falfer-: . 

‘For they cheat you, and make yon hope for Mercy, _ - 

_ ‘Which you fhall never gain at Marias’s hands. 

Who trufts your Penitence is more than Fool. 

Rebellion willrenew; yecan’t be honett- 

-Y’are never pleas’d but with the KXuaves that shes you, Be 
And work your Follies to their privateends. - ~~ a 
‘For your Religion, like your Cloaths you wear it; = s- 
Tochange and curn-juft asthe Fafhion:alters. 

And think you by this folemm pieceof Ecos 

Tohufrmy Rage, and melt me into Pity ? 

Advance, Swlpitins ; old Ancharinus there, 

“Who was fo violent. for’ my Deftruction, ee 7 
That his Beard bruftled as. his Face diftorted-; ~ rn 
Away with him. Difpatch thefe Triflerstco. = _ 
‘But {pare the Virgins, ‘caufe mine Eyes have feen‘enr: 

‘Or keep 'em for my Warriours torejoice in. 

Anch. Thou who wert born ts be the Plague. of as 7 een 
“What wouldft thou do with me ? . er ae 
Mar. fen. Difpofe thee hence ee 

Amongit the other Offal, for the jaws - _ ee 

‘Of hungry Death, till Romede- purg’d of Villains, - 

Thou dy'ft for wronging Afartus. "eRe! Ee 
Child. Oh my Lord ! 

‘(For you mult be a Lord, you are fo, angry). a ee 
For my fake fpare his Life. . -Lhaye no Friend ~ Pe Sapte a ee 
‘But him to guird my tender years from Wrongs. Lae 
Whenheisdead, what will become of me, _ a? eee 
A poor and helplefs Orphan, naked left; = 6. 
To all the Ils of the wide faithlefs World? > Par. 

Mier fed. Take hence ‘this‘Btat too 3 mount it on a Spear, 

AnJ let it fprawl to make the. Grand fire {port : Pee _Niseke 
Cid. O cruel Man! | “i in upon your Knees, | 

fax av | And 


e 


| “yf Caius Marins; | 30° 
And with my little dying Hands implore you, j 
I may be fic todo youfome finall pleafares. 
I'll find, a thoufand tender ways to pleafe you ; 
Smile when you rage, and ftroak you into mildnefs; 
Play with yoyr manly Neck, .and call you Father : 
For mine (alas!) the Gods have taken from me. 
Mar, fex. Young Crocodile! Thus from their Mothers Breafts — - 
Are they initrudted, bred and taught in Rome. 
For that old Paralitick Slave, dif patch Lin : 
Let me not know he breaths another moment. 
eck are this, ‘caufe’t has learn’d ics Leffon well, 
od f'veaSoftnefs in my heart pleads for him. 


Emer Mefenger. 


Well now. | | nor 
Alef. Merelins, _ 
Mar. fen. Hah! Metellus? what? ! 
 Meff. Is found. | - 
Mar, Sen. Speak, where ? 
Me, Inan old Suburb-Cottage, 
Upbraiding Heav'n, aad curfing at your Fortune, 
Mar. fen. Hatte, let him be preferv’d for my own F ary 
Clap, clap yourhands for joy, ye Friends of AZsrins, 
Ten thoufand Talents for the News I'll givethee:  =«s | 
The Core and bottom of my Serment’s found’; | 
Andina moment I fhall be at eafe. - 
_ Rome’s Walls no more fhall be befmear'd with Blood, 
But Peace and Gladgefs flourifh in her Streets. 
Let’s go. AMetellus ? we have found Metelu. 
Let every Tongue proclaim aloud Aderehns s + . 
Till | have dath’d himonthe Rock of Fate. | Poe ee 
Then be his Name forgot, andheardnomore. (Exener, 


SCENE & Charchyurd. 


Enter Marius juntor. 


Mar. jun. A: I have wander'd mufiog toandfro, — 
StiH.am I brought to this eT place, 

AsI had bufinefS with the horrid Dead :- eo 68 
Though could I truft the flattery of Sleep, os 
My Dreams prefage fome joyful News at hand. 7 
My Bofom’s Lord fitslightly on his Throne, 
And all this day an unacenftom’d Spirit | SS 
Lifts me above the ground with one thanghts. Hing 4 

I dream’ 


bo * Lhe: Fripp ory. dna Fall 
Idream’d Lavima came.and found me dead, 


And breath’d fuch Life wish Kides on my Li | 
That I reviv’d, and was an Emperor. eae 


Enter Catalus. 
Catul. My Lord already. here ? 
Mars jun, My trulty Catulyg, 

What News from my | SER ? Speak, ste me 


Cand, She's very well. nee eee 

Mar, jan, Then nothing can: beh = | a A a Mine" a! 
Something thou feem Z to know anaiiee 7 ee 
Out with it boldly, map), What saogt then fay: - or ae 


Of my Lavinia? 

Cacul, But one fad word, She'sdeads.  - 
Here in her Kindreds Vault I’ve fen her laid, 
And have been fearching you totell the News. 

Mar. jun. Dead? isit fo? then I'deny ek Stats. 
Go, haiften quickly, get meIn¥ gatl,Papes. ... 
’Tis done: VII hence to night. : sey 
Haft thou nc Letters to me from the Prich&?.) ' 
* Catul, No, my good Lord. . m2 

Mar. jan. No matter, get thee gone.- 
Lavinia! yer Vil lie with thee tonight 5 

But, for the means, Oh Mifchief:! thou-art fwift 

To catch the ftragling, Thougbes. of bead rate med... 

 Idoremember an Apothecary : 

That dwelt about[this Rendeze os of Death :: 

Meagre and very rueflwere his Looks 5 

Sharp Mifery had worn: him tothe: Bones ; >. 

And in his needy Shopa Fontdife hung.) .- : 

An Allegator ftuff’d, andother! Skins .— 

Of ill-fhap’d Fifhes: and akont bis Shelves 

A. Reggerly account of: empey Bexes : 

Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and mutty Seeds F 

Remnants of Paek.thread, and ald Cakes- of: Rofes 

- Werethinly fcatter’d, to make up aShow. 
Oh fora Poifon now! his Need wilt fell is, 

reece be prefent Death by Roman Law. 

As I remember this iitauld.be-tle Houle.” 

His Shop is huts wath: ow Holy. cop. 

Holla ?. Apotheccry 5 3 hoal.: 


[Ex..Catulis. 


Enter ety ° oe os = 
Apath, Who’s there ? a fe a: eS 
Mar. jun, Come hither, man. | ae Be 
I fee ul C Very: Boor 5. 2 


5 ‘Thou 


¥ Caius Marius! at 


Thoa may’ do sny thing : here's fifty Drachma’ ty 
Get mea Draught of that will fodneft free 
A Wretch from all his Gares: thou anderftand’ft me. 
Apoth, Such mortal Drugs { have, bat~Roman Law : 
Speaks Death to any he that otters "et. 
Mar. jun. Art thou fo bafe and full of Wretchednels, 
Yet fear’ ft to die? Famine is in thy Cheeks, 
- Need and Oppreffion farveth in thy Eyes, = 
Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back; j 
The World is not thy Friend, nor the World’s Law; ,; 
The World affords no Law to make thee rich: 7 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 
.. Apoth, My Poveréy, but not my Will confents 
(Goes tn, fetches a is ol of Posfom 
Take this and drink it off, the Workis done. - 
Mar. jun. There is thy Gold, worfe Poifon to mens Souls, 
Doing more Murthers in-this loathfome world 
Than thefe poor Compounds thou’rt forbid to fell. 
1 fellthee Poifon, thou haft fold me none. 
Farewel——buy Food—and get thy felf i in fich. 
Now for the Monument of the Aderedij: 


it draws off, and {hews 
the Te —_ and Monument. 


Re-entért. 


it fhould be here: The door is opentoo. _ 
Thy infatiate mouth of Fate gapes wide for more. 


Emter Prieft, and Boy with # Mattock and Iron Crom. 7 


Prieft. Give me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron: 
Now take this Letter, with what hafte thou-canft : 
Find out young Marvias, and deliver it. | ane Bop - 
Now multIto the Monumentalone. — - a 
What Wretch is he that’s entring into th’ Tomb ?- 
Some Villain come to rob and f{poil the Dead. - 

Whoe’er thou art, ftop thy unhallowed purpofe. _ 

‘Mar. jun, Who’er.thon art, I warn thee to be gone, 
And do not interrupt my horrid purpefe. 

For elfe, by Heav'n, I'll tearthee joint by j joint, 

And ftrew this hungry Church-yard with thy Limbs. 
My Mind, and its lnfents are Javage wild, 

More fierce and more inexorable fac 

Then empty Tygers or the roaring Sea. 

Prieft. Thenas a facrilegious Slave 1 chasge thy 
= and go with me, or —— die. a y .. is 

2 * - MAY. 


pt a 
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Mar. jun. 1 know I. muff, and therefore I came hither © 
Good Keverence, do not tempt a defp’rate. man. 
+ By Heav'n, | love thee better than my. felf = - 
For I againft my felf come hither arm’d. = oe 
Stay not, be gone Live, and hereafter. fay. 7 Ng 
A mad man’s mercy gave thee honefE Counfe!. a a ae 
- Prieft. } do deffe thy Mercy and thy Counfel,: 
“And here will feize thee as a Thief and Robber. 
“Mar. jan. Wilt thou provoke me? Thenhere, take thy wages. 
-. (Kids boas 
Prief. Ym kittd. ‘Oh Marius now too late I know thee. 
Thou'tt flain the oaly man could do thee good. 
Lavinia oh! 
Mar. jua. Let meperafe this Face. 
it is che honeft Prieft that joyn’d ops hands, - 
In a pie conceal’d. .Give me thy Hand,.. 
_ Since io Hl Fare’s blacK:Roil with me thou’rt writ; 
~ TH bury chee ina triumphant Grave. - 7 ore 
Thou deteftable Maw, thou Womb of Death,, -  & 2 Beare 
Gorg’d with the deareft.Morfel of the Earth, en ee 
Thus will I force thy rotten Jawsto open, . . Puls down- ther. 
fd fpite of thee yet cram thee with more Food. fide of skeL omb. 
-. Oh gorgeous Palace! oli my Love! my Wife !. , 
Death bas had yet no pow'r upon thy Beauty ;. 
That is not conquer’d. Beanty’s. Enfign yer. 


Is Crimfon in thy Lips and in thy Cheeks;, -» - _ es % 


And the pale Flag is not advanc’d yet there, 


Why art thou ftill fofair? Shall I believe: - | _ 


That the lean Monfter Death is amorous,. ° | 

And keeps thee here in Darknefs for his Paramour.: >. | o 
For fear of that, Pll ftay with'‘thee for ever. ’ | 
Come, bitter Conduét; thou unfavoury Guide : 


Here’s td my Love—-—- [Drinks the Poifn. : 


And now Eyes look your] laf. 
Arms take your laft Embrace, whit on thefe Lips 
I fix the Seal of an eternal Contract. 
She breaths and ftirs. [ Lavinia melee. 
Lavin, in thaTomb. Where am? Blefs me, Heav’n! 
Tis very cold; and yet here’s fomething warm. 
Mar, jun. She lives, and we thall both be made immorzak:** 
Speak, my Lavinta, {pesk fome heav’nly News, | 
And tell me how the Gods delign totreat us. 
Lavin, Oh! Ihave flept a long Ten thoufand years. - 
What have they done with me? I'll not be us’d thus ; 
-TiFnot wed Sus, Merins is my Hasband. 
she nos, Sir? Methinks you're ey like him.- 


[ Dies. 


Be 


of Caius Matus. a 


Be good as he is, and protect me. 

Mar. jun. Hah! - f 
Wilt thou not own me? am then but like him?’ 
Much, much indeed I'm chang’d from. what | was. 
And ne’er thall be my felf, if thou art loft. 


_ Lavin. The God’ shave heard my Vows, it is my Marin, woe 


Once more they have reftor’d him to. my. Eyes. 
Hadft thou no: come, fare I had flept forever. 
- But there’s a Sovereign Charmin thy Embraces, . 
Fiat thight do Wonders, and revive the Dead. 


Mar jun, H\ Fate nomore, Laviria, now fhall part t us, 


Nor cruel Parents, nor opprefling Laws. 

Did.not Heav’n’s Pow’ rs all wonder at our Loves?’ 

And when thou told’ft the tale of thy Difafters, 

Was there not Sadnefs and a Gloom. among ft ‘em 2: 
_ I know there was 3 and they in pity fent thee, 

Thus to redeem mefrom this vale of Torments,. 

Aud bear me with thee to thofe Hillsof Foys. 


has World’s gr rofs air grows burthenfome already. 
u 


malha God; fuch heav’nly Joys tranfpore me, 
That mortal Senfe grows fick and faints with lafting. . 
_ Lavin. Oh! torecount my Happinefs to thee,. 
To open all the Treafure of my Soul, 


And thew thee how ’tis filld, would waite more time. ; 


_. Fhan jo impatient Love as mine can fpare. 


He’sgone ; he’s dead ; breathlefs: alas! my. Marines. Z 


A Vial too; here, here has bin .his bane. 

Oh Charl! “drinkeall ? not leave one friendly Drop. 
For poor Lavinia? Yet I'll drain thy Lips. 

Perbaps fome welcome Poifon may hang there, . - 
To help me to o’ertake thee on thy Journey. 


-Clammy anddamp asEarth. Hah! ftains 'of Blood 2 a 


Anda Man murther'd? ‘Tis th'unhappy Flemen, . 

. Who fix their Joys om any thing that’s Mortal, 
Let em behold my Portion, anddelpair. 
What (hall Ido? how will the Gods difpofe me? ° 
Oh!>1-could rend thefe Walls with-Lamentation, © 
Tear up the Dead from their.corrupted Graves, 
And dawb the face of Earth with her own Bowels. 


Exter Marius fenior, and Guards driving in Metellusi- 
Mar. fen. Purfue the Stave; let not his Gods protect him. 


Lavin, More Mifchiefs? hah! My Father. 


(Dies, | 


Merell, Oh! Tam flain. - . allsdown and dies, | 
Lavin, And murther’d COU When wil my Woes haveend >; 


ai cruel _— | 


a 


Mary. 
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_ Mar. fen, Sore] have knownthat¥dce, _ Pee 
Lavin. And canft thou think of any one good tort, 


That [havedone theé, andnot kill mefsre? —. « 


Mar. fen. Art thot rot call'd Lavinia? | 

Lavin. Once | was: i 
But by my Woes may now’ be better hiviva, 

Mar, fen. \ cannot fee thy face. | 

Lavin. You muft, and hear me. 

By this, you muft: nay, I wifl hold you fal. [Sede his Storie 
Mar. fen. What woutdit thou fay ? where's dll my Rage gone: now! 
Lavin. 1am Lavinia, born of Noble’ Race. 

My blooming Beauty conquer'd many Hearts, 

But prov'd the greateft Torment of my own: 

Though my Vows profper'd, and my Love was anfwer'd 

By Marius, the nobieft, goodlieft Youth — | 

That Mane’er envy’dat, or Virgin figti'd for. 

He was the Son of an unhappy Pareor, 

And hbanifh’d with him when our Joys were young 5 F = 
Scarce a night old. . es ue a 
Mar. fen. 1do remember’t well, = > cas 

And thou art She, ‘that Wonder of thy kind, 

- That couldit be crue to exil’d Mifery, 

_ Andto and fro through barren Defarts range, 

To find th’unhappy Wretch thy Soul was fond of. 

Lavin, Do you remember’t well? 

Mar. fen. Inevery point...” 

Lavin, You then were gentle, took. me in your Arms, - 

mbrac’d me, bleff me, us’d' me like a Father, 
And fure f was not thanklefs for the Bounty. | 

Mar, fen, No, thou wer't, next the Gods, my only Comfort 
_ When | lay fainting on the dry parcht Earth, | 
Beneath the fcorching heat of burning Noon, | 
Hungry anddry, ‘no Food hor Friend to chéar me : 
Then Thou, as by theGods fome Angelfent, 
Cam’ft by, and in Compaffion didft relieve me. 

Lavin, Did tall this? - 

Mar, fen. Thowdidft, thou fav'dtt my Life. 
Elfe 1 had funk beneath the weight of Wart, 

And bin a Prey to my remorfelefs Foes. 

Lavin And fee how well! 4m at lat rewarded. 
Allcould not balance for the fhort-term'd Life - 
Ofcne Old Man: Youwhave my Father butcher'd, 

The only Comfort I had lefton Earth. _ 

The Gods have takcn too my Husband from me. 

5 -ewhere helits, yourand my only’ Joy. $e. 
~ nis Sword yet ann with my Father’s Gore, °” 


own, 


Plunge , 


ee eS ee 


. .-of Caius Marius = 
_ Plunge it.intemy Brea: pluage, plunge it ths. 
And now'Jet Rage, DiftPadti@n and Defpair 
$cize all Mapkind, aill they prow mad as fam. - _ 

(Stabs her pep mn bis s Sword, 
Mar. fer. Nay, new thou haft outdone mac much i in er 

- BeNathtre s Light extinguithe’; JettheSun 
Withdraw his Beams, and put the World in geen 
Whilft here ] howl away my Life. in Sorrows,: -. 
Oh! lecime bury Méeand all. my Sins * | 
Here withthis good Old:man. . Thus Jet me kifs: 
eT hy pale funk Cheeks, embalm thee with my Tears. 
My Son, how canrit thou by this wretched End + 
We might have all bin Friends, and in ene- tO: , 
_ Enjoy’d the Bleflings of | Eternal Peace: - | oe ee 
But ob ! ! my cruel N ature has undone me. % 7% 


_ denter Adeifenger. 


aioe My Lord (GHoayea moft difaftrous News, 
Sylla's return’d : his. Aroty'’s‘on their Marclt = 
From Capua, and to-morrow. willreach Rome. 

At which the Rabble arc in new Rebellion; -- 

And your Swlpitias mortally i is wounded. - 


Enter Sulpitius (led i tu. by. siyo of the Guards) aa Granius, 


Mar. fen, Oh! -then P'm-ruin'd from this ‘very. moment. 

Has my good Genius left me? Hope forfakes nit, 
The Name of Sy#a’s baneful tomy Fortune: = (st 
Be warn'd by. me, ye Great one, how y’embroil - - Ae 
Your Country" 5 Peace, and dip your Hands in Saupe, 
Ambition is a Luft that’s never-quencht, 
Grows more inflam’d and madder by Enjoyment. 

_ Bear me away, and lay meon my Bed, . a 
A hopelefs Veflel bound for the dark Land: . 
Of loathfome Death, and'‘foaded-deep with Sorrows. ‘(Hei isled off. 

Sulpsr. A Curfe on ail Repentance ! how I hate it 

I'd rather hear a Dog how! tham a Man white. | 

Gran, You're wounded, Sir: Lhopeit-isnoc much. . - 

Salp. No} cis not fo. deep asa Well, horfo wideasa: Chorely 
-—Joor. Buat'ris enough; ‘twill ferve; i ‘am ~pepper’d I warranc, I: - 
warrant for this World. A. P8x-on all Mad-men hereafter. If I: 
geta Monument, let this be my Epitaph : 


Sulpitius lies here, that troublefome Slave, 
That fent masy bonefter Mentothe Grave, | a 
Aud dy’ d like 4 Fool when b'hadliv’ditke a. Knave; — LE%. Omnesy. 
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~. .Spekeby Mrs. Barry, who ated’ Lavinia. 
7 A Mifchief on't! though. I'm agen alive, 
May J believe this Play of ours foal thrive >. 
This Drummiug, Trumpetting, and: Fighting Play? 
Why, what a Devil will the People fay? — 
The Nation that’s without, and hears the Din, 


| Will fwear ware raifing Volunteers agem... "" en 


_ For know, our Poet, when. this Play was made, —- 
| Had nought but Drams aad Ti runmpets.in his bead. 
. AV had banif’d Paetry and all her Charms, — i 3 
. And needs.the Fool would be: a.Man at Arms. 
"No Prentice eer grawn- weary of Indentures, 
Had fuch a longing mind vo feek Adventures. 
Nay, fare at laft tl’ Infection general grew; 
For t other day Iwas a Captain tovs , 
Neither for Flanders nor for France to roam, 
But, juft as you were allio fiay at home. 
“4nd now for you who here come wrapt in Cloaks, 
- Ouly for love of Underhill and Nurfe Noakes s 
’ Our Poet fays, one.day toa Play ye come, 
Which serves ye half a year for Wat at home. ee 
- But which among ft yeu.is theré to be-found, 7 
_ Wal take bis. Third Day's Pawn for Fifty pound> = 
Or, mawv.is he Cafbigr'd, will fairly vexture - | 
‘To give him ready Money for's Tsleaures 


Therefore when. he. receiv d-that Fatal Doom,:  . 2 


. his Play came forth, in hopes his Friends would come | 
, sLobelpa poor Disbanded Soldier home, = 
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